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These Poems were all written in India, and 
without any \iew to publication in a collected 
Ibnn, altlioiigli some of them have appeared in 
local publications, joars ago. Having lately been 
asked by one, to wliom 1 could not well give a 
lefu^al, to allow a certain number of copies to be 
j)iintcd, the idea of juiblication was suggested, 
and after some consideration, adopted—not, cer¬ 
tainly, w ithout coiibidorable diffidence, yet not alto¬ 
gether without the hoj)e, that however defective 
these compositions might be found in point of 
[loetic merit, tliey would be lead by some, per- 
hajis, with pleasure and with profit. 

It will be observed, that several of the Poems 
in this volume are either of a personal or a do¬ 
mestic character. I believe no apology is neces- 



PREFACE. 


W 

sary for placing Poems of either of these descrip- 
tions before the public. Tlie feelings upon which 

they are founded are common to all mankind. 

/ 

Such Poems will be acceptable to the general 
reader, therefore, in proportion to the extent to 
which the writer may have been successful, in 
describing, truly and forcibly, and in language 
sufficiently chaste and harmonious, the feelings 
naturally arising, under certain circumstances 
and conditions of life. Coleridge says, “ If 
I could judge of others by myself, I should 
not hesitate to affirm, that the most interesting 
passages in our most interesting Poems, are 
those in which the author develops his own 
feelings.” It will be admitted by most, that there 
is nothing more beautiful in the whole range of 
Byron’s poetry, than the Poems addressed to his 
sister; and we dwell with peculiar pleasure upon 
those Poems of Moir, Richardson, Alaric Watts, 
and others, in which the domestic affections are 
strongly appealed to. 



PKEFACE. 

I 

The idea of publication having been taken up, 
I had intended to wait till I could give with 
these Poems several others, more peculiarly of an 
Oriental cast. For reasons which. I need not here 

A 

explain, I have seen fit to alter that intention; hut 
if this small volume be received with any degree 
of favor, 1 shall hope to appear again. 

] do not seek to disarm criticism, because I 
think no man is a fair judge of his own merits, 
and lie who chooses, from whatever motive, to 
place himself before the publfc as an author, 
should be prepared to abide the verdict of that 
public. I readily admit, however, that it w’ould 
be very gratifying to me to know, that kind and 
good hearts had derived either pleasure or in¬ 
struction, from any thing that 1 have written. 


CJalcittta ; 
l)e('embci\ 1853 . 




POEMS 


AILEEN. 

I. 



I3lneath yon little mound of green, 
Within her damp and narrow bed, 
T^ow lies our own, our lov’d Aileen, 
J3ut cold and stiff, for she is dead. 



In vain to bid us cease to weep. 

Or talk of other joys in store; 

Tft say, our darling does but sleep. 
She sleeps, alas! to wake no more! 


HI. 

Can we forget her cherub face. 

Her dim])led cheek, and tiny mouth, 
Wliere love w’ould oft delight to trace 
The lines of beauty and of truth i 


B 
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AILEEN. 


IV. 

Can we Ibrget, howe’er we try, 

The kiss her little lips last gave ? ’ 

'The glance of that dear soft blue eye, 
Like sunshine on the sparkling wave ? 

V. 

Ah no! tho’ short on earth her stay. 

Deep in our hearts the memory lies. 

Which time nor change can take away. 
Of that lov’d one beyond the skies! 

VI. 

We bow, submissive, to God’s will, 

From whom alone all blessings flow ; 

Assured, whatever is, is still, 

The best, because He wills it so. 

VII. 

We know, her soul shall yet be given, 

A spotless gift from Christ to God, 

AVe know, she’ll yet be call’d to Heaven^ 
Tho’ now she sleeps beneath the sod. 



AILEEN 
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VIII. 

But human frailty still must mourn 

The hopes and joys that once have been ; 
All, all now laid in that sad bourne, « 
Where rests our own, our lost Aileen. 
1829 .] 
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SONNET—THE OMNIPBESENCE OP GOD. 


SO]^^NET—THE OMNIPRESENCE OF 

GOD. 


Where dwells the spirit of the mighty God? 
Doth He delight upon the clouds to ride, 

And hurl from thence His lightnings, as they glide 
O’er deserts, where the foot of man ne’er trod ? 
Or doth the Eternal make his vast abode 
Upon the boundless ocean, there to guide 
The rushing whirlwind and the swelling tide. 
And teach the tempests to obey his nod ? 

V ain search! His spirit doth pervade all space:— 
Omniscient, Omnipresent, He is found 
In every thing, and everywhere—no place 
Alone can claim His presence, and the sound 
Of good men’s praise is heard by Him, where’er 
The grateful heartbreathes forth its pious prayer. 

1830 .] 



A VISION Ot THE NIGHT. 



A VISION OP THE NIGHT. 


Sleep ! thou image of Death’s unbroken rest. 

To thee what varied visions do we owe, 

Of days and hours gone by, when we w^re blest, 

Of joys still ours—of past and present wo ! 

Oft, at the dead of night, when all-around 

Lies hush’d beneath the spell of thy soft power. 

When, save the jackal’s cry, no other sound 

Breaks on the solemn stillness of the hour, 

Thy magic wafts my dreaming spirit back 

To many a scene, in which I bore a part. 

Now left behind, in the long weary track 

Of other years, but graven on my heart: 

All, all, that heart so warmly used to love. 

My dreaming fancy gives again to life. 

And those who’re now, in endless bliss above, 

Appear, as when in youth and beauty rife; 

s 2 
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A VISION OF THE NIGHT. 


So men condemn’d upon a foreign strand 
To live exil’d, till Death shall bring release, 

In fancy’s visions see their native land, 

And think their breaking hearts again have 
peace. 

I had a dream—’twas evening, and 1 lay 
Upon a shady bank outstretch’d, at rest; 

The light and wandering zephyrs seem’d to play, 
In cooling freshness, round my anxious breast, 
Which still would sink beneath the weary load 
Of early grief, upon my spirit cast; 

And oft, my thoughts were turn’d to that abode 
So sadly link’d with memory of the past: — 
Anon, my dream was changed—close by my side, 
In all the bloom of beauty lay my child ; 
Lovely, as when the night before she died, 

In answer to her mother’s kiss she smiled: — 

N 0 trace of wasting sickness or of death 
Was there—^the grave had had no pow’r to harm; 
I heard the soft respirings of her breath, 

And traced within her veins, the life-blood warm; 



i. VISION OF THE NIGHl". 
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I gaz’d, in love, upon that beauteous brow, 

And those dear soft blue‘eyes, which used to 
bless • 

The days long past, with happiness, which now, 
Lives but in fancy, or in dreams like this j 
I mark’d each feature of that angel face, 

Where beauty’s self did, spotless, seem to dwell; 
The expressive mouth, the coral lips, the {^race, 
Which threw o’er all a more than magic spell.— 
My beautiful, mine own! thou sqpm’dst to smile, 
As when I lov’d to press thee to my heart; 
Whence all the darker passions fled the while, 

And nought but fond affection claim’d a part 1 
My arms were stretch’d to hold her once again. 

In all the warmth of unforgetting love; 

I sought to clasp her fairy form in vain. 

And yet the phantom did not seem to move.— 
She spoke, and oh! those accents, soft and sweet, 
Like heaven-born music, softly pour’d along, 

As if her God had sent her down to greet 
Some sorrowing soul the sinful crowd among: 
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A VISION OF THE NI6HT4 


“ Father,” she said, “ the body of thy lost Aileen, 
Within her early grave, now lies at rest, 

But her pure soul has soar’d to realms unseen, 
Save by the spirits of the good and blest; 

I come to bid thee, father, not to sorrow, 

For I am bless’d, beyond all words can tell. 

For ever bless’d, alike, to-day, to-morrow, 

Where countless angels praise their God, I 
dwell.” 

She ceas’d—I bow’d my head my cliild to kiss. 
Before she wing’d her viewless flight to heaven ; 
How oft, alas! we lose the promis’d bliss, 

The phantom fled before that kiss was given! 
1830 .] 



THE MOTHER TO HER BOY. 
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THE MOTHER TO HER BOY. 


I. 

When first I prov’d the bitter thrall 
On woman fixed by Adam’s fall, 

Who made me soon forget it all ? 

* My boy. 


II. 

And when a little sister came, 

“Who lov’d his mother still the same ? 
And still his share of love w'ould claim ? 

My boy. 


in. 

When former happy days w^ere fled. 

And droop’d a 'weeping mother’s head. 
Who kiss’d away the tears she shed ? 

My boy. 
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THE MOTHER TO HER BOY. 


IV. 

And now that she is sick and ill, 

And may not do whate’er she will, 

Who strives to make her happy still ? 

My boy. 


V. 

When day-break gilds the vaulted skies, 
And morning greets my waking eyes, 
Who comes to ask me then to rise ? 

My boy. 


vr. 


When all day long at home I sit. 

And scarce have power my couch to quit. 
Who cheats the time with childish wit ? 

My boy. 


VII. 

When nature’s powers are worn out quite. 
And sleep asserts her proper rigtt. 

Who bids me, with a kiss, “ Good night ” ? 

My boy. 



THE MOTHER TO HER BOY. 


II 


VIII. 

Before in slumbers, soft and deep, 

I yield myself to needful sleep. 

Whom do I ask my God to keep? 

My boy. 

IX. 

Whose image do my dreams pourtray, 
Adorn’d in beauty’s bright array ? 

’Tis thine, alike, by night, or day ! 

My boy. 

X. 

Ah ! who must shortly leave us all. 

To tremble at a Master’s call, 

AV hen not engaged with top or ball ? 

My boy. 

XI. 

And,W’ho shall be his mother’s pride. 
Beyond the oceans deep and wide, 

AA'hich soon between us both shall glide ? 

My boy. 



TUB MOTHER TO HER BOY. 


XH. 

When I am old and weak, and feel 

4 

The pains of age upon me steal, 

AVho then my wounded heart shall heal ? 

My hoy. 


XIII. 


And when the spirit seeks to fly 
To realms of bliss beyond the sky, 

Who then shall catch my parting sigh ? 

My boy. 


1830 .] 



TO 


13 


To 


How sad hath seemed this world, since we last 

I 

parted ! 

Is it that I, poor wretch, am broken-hearted, 

That thus among the glad and gay, I feel 
A sense of desolation o’er me steal. 

And bid sad melancholy iix her seat, 

Where pleasure’s pulses used alone to beat ? 

I did not think, that I could e’er have borne. 

To see my heart’s own treasure from me torn :— 
Oh ! only those who’ve lov’d like me, can tell 
The anguish breath’d in that sad word, farewell; 
And yet I spoke it, while I kiss’d the tears 
From those dear eyes, which had, for long long 
years, 

Ne’er ceas’d to smile on me, in holy love, 

Such as we deem pure spirits feel above. 

c 
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TO 


They bore thee from me, o’er the swelling deep, 
Where whirlwinds slumber, and where tempests 
sleep, 

And I return’d a lone and lorn exile, 

1 o dwell, for years, in thought, on thy last smile. 
Oh ! can it be, that we shall meet again ? 

That I shall cease to feel this sick’ning pain, 

This weary weight of feelings imdefiu’d. 

Which wears the heart, and preys upon the mind i 
Of Love’s fond fears the ever-aching sense, 

With all the tortures of prolong’d suspense ? 

Shall I, once more, behold that lovely face, 

Where lives, in every feature, matchless grace ? 
Thy form shall I again in rapture press i 
And thou, lov’d one, return the fond caress f 
Yes, in my fancy’s flights, I’ve dreamt of this, 
Have thought, in lonely hours, of future bliss, 
And painted to myself full many a scene, 

Where thou, in all thy loveliness, hast been 
This is the feehng, which hath ever power 
To soothe my spirit in its saddest hour; 



TO 


10 


For oft, when I have sent my thoughts abroad, 
To seek, even here on earth, some calm abode. 
Where man’s tir’d mind might, haply, find repose 
From all the ills, which our frail nature knows ; 
They found no place -of rest, but came again. 

To tell me that on earth the search is vain ; 

Then, while my sorrows almost made me weep, 
Hath fancy wander’d with me o’er the deep. 

And bid revolving years at length restore 
My own lov’d one to India’s distant shore.— 

p* 

Say, that the pow’r which governs all, hath will’d, 
That all my fondest hopes shall be fulfill’d :— 
Blest thought! of all earth’s joys the most divine. 
To see thee, hear thee, love thee, call thee mine ! 
And prove those nameless raptures,soft and sweet, 
Felt only then, when parted lovers meet. 

Oh! may it be ! whatever else betide. 

Let this dear thought our every action guide ! 

Oh ! let us hope to meet, and that we may. 

Be virtue still companion of our way! 

1832 .] 
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SONNET. 


SONNET. 


She was a being far too good and bright. 

To dwell on this contaminated earth : 

I knew her something holy from her birth. 

An embodied spirit of etherial light, 

Which soon must wing from hence its heaven- 
M'ard flight! 

She was a gift of God’s peculiar choice, 

Sent for a brief space, from heavenly joys. 

To sojourn here—a phantom of delight; 

And sure I am, she is an Angel now, 

Keturn'd to that purf essence, whence she sprung. 
One of the blest, the heavenly choir among. 

Who sing God’s praises, and adoring bow. 

(.)h weary heart! be this thy silent prayer. 

That thou may’st see her, in her glory, there ! 

1830 .] 



li» A ■ 
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Xi. A. D. 


1 . 

ilow passing fair thou art, my child ! 

As thus thou liest in sleep. 

Thy look of beauty undefil’d. 

What artist’s skill could keep? 

II. 

Thou seein'sl to me no thing of earth. 
Indued with mortal breath ; 

But look’st, as if thou had’st thy birth, 
Fr6m realms unknowi^to death. 

in. 

If sin had never come to mar 
The human face divine ; 

Our looks, instead of what they are, 
Had been, my boy, like thine. 

Q 2 
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IV. 

I gaze upon thee, lovely child, 

With all a parent’s fears ; 

For oh ! I dread the passions wild, 
W^hich wait thy future years. 

V. 

How soon may all the innocence 
Which beams within thine eyes. 

Give place to sin, and all the sense 
Of guilt, which shame implies ! 

VI. 

As roses yet in tender growth. 

Ne’er bloom without a thorn. 

The look of love around thy mouth. 
May yet be Ranged to scorn. * 

VII. 

The blood within thy downy cheek. 

In health which mantles now. 

May yet, with current faint and weak. 
In sickness learn to flow. 



L. A. D. 
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VIII. 

It may be thine, in bitter strife, 

For all we yet can know. 

To meet the ills which make this life, 
A scene of ceaseless wo. 

IX. 

But oh ! if parent’s fondest prayer 

Can mount to realms above ; 

« 

May mine be heard, and noted there. 
Where dwells the source of love ! 


X. 

May all the blessings, sent from heaven 
To mortals here below. 

By Providence to thee be given, 

In plenty still to flow>! 

XI. 

May no misfortunes hard to bear. 

Weigh down thine anxious mind ; 

But may’st thou, free from grief and care, 
Still peace and comfort find ! 
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X/* A* 


XII. 

And when, at length, the devious way 
Of human life thou’st trod ; 

Be’t thine in faith and hope, to say, 

I go to meet my God !” 

1830 .] 



TO 


31 


To- 

I. 

I STOOD within those happy halls, in which long 
years ago, 

I felt within my youthful heart, love’s pleasing 
passion glow— 

Oil! I remember well the hopes, which then began 
to rise, 

AVhen love's own light did gently beam, from 
forth thy soft blue eyes. 

II. 

While others joined the festive band, and mingled 
in the dance, 

I sought alone, with stealthy look, to catch thy 
kindly glance ; 

And when, at length, our eyes had met, how hap¬ 
py did I feel, 

And long’d the silent vows they made, with kisses 
sweet to seal! 
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TO 


III. 

Those days have fled, hut we have known as much 
of earthly hliss, 

As mortals e’er may hope to find, in such u world 
as this, 

Where grief and joy are ours in turn, and we can 
only know. 

How still imperfect are the best of pleasures here 
below. 



Around me there, once more I saw, the happy 
and the gay; 

But how could I their pleasures share when thou 
wert far away ? 

They told me that bright eyes were there, and 
beings all divine, 

I gaz'd upon their passing forms, and then 1 
thought of thine. 



TO 


23 



Tho’ ling’ring months to years have grown, since 
last in love we met, 

Yet memory tells me, every hour, I never can 
forget; 

And who in truth that loves like me, could ever 
wish to throw 

Tliose treasur’d thoughts of love aside, which only 
lovers know. 



Far, fur from me, the cruel thought! my heart is 

still the same, 

« 

As when my lips first learn’d to breathe thy well- 
remembered name; 

Wherever fate may guide my steps—whate’er my 
fortune be— 

1 ne’er shall seek to love again—I ne’er shall love 
but thee. 

1832 .] 



SONNET. 



SONNET. 


My child, my child ! 0 God, and can it be 
That I no more shall look upon thy face ! 

No more, with parent’s partial eye, shall trace 
Thine opening beauties, and be pleased to see 
Thy mother’s likeness there! no more for thee 
My prayers ascend unto the throne of grace. 
Where souls redeem’d, throughout the realms 
of s])ace, 

Proclaim their Saviour’s praise continually ! 

My darling boy! how often have I press’d 
Thine infant figure to my doting heart. 

And known a bliss no feeling can impart. 

Save love, too deep by words to be express’d! 
Thy life hath been too like the tender flower, 
'Which blooms and dies—^the being of an hour! 
1832.] 



SONNET. 
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SONNET. 

[The vANiTT OP httman hopes.] 

The sun hatli sunk into the golden west, 

And now the dark clouds gather round the moon, 
And veil her brightness, but behold hbw soon 
She rides triumphant, as she seems to rest 
Opon their wat’ry bosom, chastely drest, 

Like a young bride in her own loveliness ! 

’Tis beautiful, but the heart’s loneliness, 

It cannot soothe, nor calm the troubled breast— 
How vain appear the hopes to which we cling. 
In this sad world of wo, when one short day 
Can bid us look our last on every thing. 

We lov’d the most, and in the grave can lay 
The idol of our heart’s sole worshipping. 

And call the spirit to worlds far away ! 

1832 .] 


D 
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THE MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 


THE MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 


1 . 

So mournfully she cast her eye 
Upon her dying child, 

And heav’d the sad and heavy sigh, 
Wliich told her anguish wild. 

II. 

She knelt beside her infant son, 

And press’d him to her breast; 

One struggle more, and all was done. 

Her child had sunk to rest. 

III. 

Her eye was rais’d, with piteous look, 
Unto the distant heaven ; 

She bless’d the gracious pow’r, which took 
The gift it late had given. 



THE MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 27 

IV- 

m 

Her sunken cheek no tears bedew’d, 

To yield their kind relief; 

The quiv’ring lip and look subdu’d, 

Alone, betray’d her grief. 

V. 

No sad complaint escap’d her now, 

No burst of heartfelt wo ; 

She sought beneath the stroke to bow, 
Which laid her darling low. 

VI. 

With one long, wild, heart-rending cry, 

She bow’d her lovely head; 

The parted spirit soar'd on high, 

And she was with the dead ! 


18 : 30 .] 
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SONNET. 


SONNET. 


[Written at SnEUEroiiK, rear the G arrow Mourtaiks.] 


’Tis midnight, and I wander forth alone, 

In silent contemplation to adore 
The great and glorious being, who reigns o’er 
A thousand worlds, whose boundless power is 
shewn. 

Thus, in the countless orbs to us unknown. 
Which tell his glory in the firmament! 

Deep silence dwells around—soft sleep hath lent 
Its rest, and o’er the world its spell hath thrown— 
How beautiful the scene ! The moon’s pale light 
Gleams fitfully upon the passing stream. 

And seen, thus, in the shadows of the night, 

The mountains, in their tow’ring grandeur, seem, 
Like those fam’d giants, in their fearless might, 
AVho tried, of old, to gain Olympus* height! 

] 830 .] 
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SONNET—DEATH. 


On God, it is a fearful thing to die ! 

The livid lips, the wan and hollow cheek. 

And death’s dread silence—these are things which 
speak 

Unto the living ; and the glassy eye. 

Which cannot now, with kindly glance, reply 
To our fond gaze, hath more than aught the power 
To shew, how like the fair, but passing flower, 

Is human life, for there all wither’d lie. 

So lovely once, those features, which for years 
Of joy and sorrow, we had lov’d so well; 

And cold that heart, which in our hopes and fears, 
Was wont, with sympathetic glow, to swell— 

The light of life is fled, nor can our tears 
Recall the spirit to its cast-off shell! 

1832 .] 
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FARETTEIL. 


FAREWELL. 


I. 

Oh think they I can thus forget 
The being whom I lov’d so well, 
Whose image, since the hour we met, 
Has dwelt within me, like a spell ? 
They tell me, I must hope resign, 

And every thought of love must quell, 
To her, I fondly deem’d was mine, 

Must bid a long, a last farewell. 


II. 

They have the power our fates to sever, 
And wed thee to some happier man ; 
But ah ! I feel that I can never 

Love aught but thee, thou lovely one! 



FARBWELL. 
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I feel within my tortured-heart, 

E’en now, love’s wildest tumult swell, 

Then judge how hard it is to part. 

To say, “ my only love, farewell.” 

iJi. 

Farewell! but let me hope that yet, 

Thou’lt sometimes lend a thought to me ; 

And call to mind, with fond regret. 

The happy hours I’ve passed with thee ; 

’T will soothe my grief, to think that thou 
On pleasures past may’s! sometimes dwell: 

Tho’ wake no more, the hopes which now, 
Are crush’d in that sad word, farewell. 


IHJIO.J 
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SONNET —FAMINE. 


SONNET—FAMINE. 


’Tis burning noon, and not a cloud is seen 
To hide the sun’s fierce rays, or moist with rain 
The thirsty earth!—sheer down upon each plain, 
He darts his scorching fire, and every green 
And tender herb doth fade—what late hath been 
A happy valley, rich with harvest’s store, 

And fed by limpid streams, now smiles no more, 
For dearth and famine hover o’er the scene. 

All nature droops—mad with the pangs of thirst, 
Wild beasts come prowling forth, to seek relief. 
But every stream is dry, and every leaf 
Is dead, as tho’ all means of life were curs’d. 
Men’s hearts are faint, and mournful mothers weep, 
While weak with want, their starving infants sleep. 
1832 .] 
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I. 

On cease to think that I forget 

The vows of love I Ve pledg’d to thee. 
Tsor deem this heart can e’er regret. 

That it can now no more be free. 


II. 

My only love, had I the power. 

To cancel every act that’s past, 

Thinks’t thou, I should recall that hour, 
Which made me thine,while life should last ? 

III. 

Think’st thou this world could e’er bestow 
A gift like that I hold in thee ? 

That I could e’er from others know. 

The bliss thy love hath been to me ? 



S4 


TO 


IV. 

Where should I find the tender breast, 
Which glows with equal love to thine ? 

On which, as love’s own place of rest, 

M y wearied head would oft recline. 

V. 

Where find, like thine, the feeling soul 
My every joy and grief to share ? 

Which still would lend its soft controul. 

To soothe each sorrow, and each care. 

VI. 

No eye, like thine, of heavenly blue, 

W'^ould beam on me, with love’s own light. 

In which each kindly thought I knew. 

Ere from thy lips the thought took flight. 

VII. 

Ah ! no, in truth, it may not be ! 

Whatever fate my fortune brings, 

I would not change my love for thee. 

For all the state that waits on kings. 



TO 
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VIII. 

Thine image dwells within my heart, 

Witk every fancied charm replete ; 

Till life itself shall thence depart, 

For thee alone it e’er shall beat. 

IX. 

Tlio’ never more should thy soft voice, 
Like music’s sweetest tones, arrest 

My captive ear, and speak of joys, 

Like those, our early love which bless’d. 

X. 

Yet this fond heart shall never own 
A second love—another’s sway ; 

The love inspir’d by thee alone. 

Shall ne’er to other charms give way. 

1832 .] 
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SONNET—A mother’s GRIEF. 


SONNET-A MOTHER’S GRIEF. 


As is the avalanche on mountain’s brow, 

Which breaks resistless, down the fearful steep, 
To rest within some gully, wild and deep. 
Where lies, of years, th’ accumulated snow, 
Unchanged by winter’s cold, or summer’s glow. 
And bears along, in one commingling heap, 

The rocks and trees, w hich meet its mighty sweep 
(E’en as a warrior fells, at one stern blow. 

Some foe, who vainly tries the unequal fight;) 
Such is a mother’s grief, in its first burst, , 

I’or the lost treasure she herself has nurs’d ; 

She heeds nor kind advice, nor reason’s light, 
But wildly calls on fate to do its worst. 

Or still to stop the parted spirit’s flight! 

1830 .] 
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SONNET—MEMORY. 


With what blight hues doth memory invest 
The forms of oilier days ! Time passes, yet 
The heart which truly loves, can ne’er forget, 

Tho’ Death hath claim’d his own. /Those pictures 
rest / 

I^pon mine inward vision now, which bless’d 
'J’he hap[»y years of youth ; a mother’s smile, 
'Which tells the heart’s full happiness, the while 
The little innocents whom she loves best. 

Are playing round her ; and how bright and fair 
The form, which holds a gentle sister’s heart. 
Who’ lov’d me well,—but lovelier still, athwart 
My fancy’s vision comes, ivitli raven hair, 

And dark-blue eye, and look of heavenly love, 
One who is happy now, in realms above ! 

1830 .] 
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THE LAST PARTING. 


THE LAST PARTING. 


I. 

’Tis nearly past—a few short hours, and I shall be 
Beyond the sky—a dweller of Eternity ; 

I feel within the spirit struggling to he free, 

Prom this sad scene of ling’ring death and misery ; 
Support me yet awhile, my love, that I may feel, 
In thy dear arms, the hand of Death upon me steal. 

II . 

Once, yet once more, mine ow n, let my expiring eye 
Restupon those scenes,which knew ourearliestlove; 
Where first my bosom gave to thee its fondest sigh, 
There, there, the soul shall wing its flight to 
realms above; 

And as fond memory recalls those joys now gone. 
Shall calmly pass, from earth to heaven, without a 


groan. 
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III. 

Press me yet closer,love, for oh! how sweet, in death. 

To have thino arm around me clasp’d, and thus to 
feel, 

ITpon niy burning brow, thy soft and gentle 
breath, 

Tho’ even that, lov’d one, is powerless now to heal; 

Yet let my drooping head be pUlow’d on that 
breast, 

Ou which, in weal or wo, ’twas still my joy to rest. 

IV. 

There let me lie the few short hours 1 yot may 
breathe. 

And gaze upon that heaven my soul shall seek ere 
long; 

There let my dying fa ncy weave the unfading wreath, 

Which Faith can almost paint, those jiurple clouds 
among ; 

And as the sun which gilds them sinks into the west, 

I too shall softly glide into eternal rest. 
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THE LAST PARTING. 


V. 

And now, farewell, my only love, a long farewell 

To thee, and all on earth, my heart has e’er hehl 
dear; 

Oh ! only those who feel the power of death can 
tell, 

The bitter grief that word calls forth, when Death 
is near ; 

Vet, shall this blissful thought my sinking soul 
sustain: 

We meet to part no more, \\hcn we two meet 
again. 

1830 .] 
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STANZAS. 


Beauty is but a fading flower. 

And fleeting colours streak it; 

But moral worth’s a lasting dower, 

Tho’ few there are, who seek it. 

llow strange it is, I often think, 

That women don’t discover ; 

That Beauty’s but a slender link. 

To bind them to a lover. 

And just as strange, that men should be 
Such fools as not to know. 

That all the graces now they see. 

Must soon take flight, and go. 

Yet still the world will be the same, 

A» ’twas in days of yore ; 

Good looks its homage still will claim. 
And men will still adore. 

£ 2 
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SONNET ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 


Time softens every grief. When first we met, 
The cloud of sorrow hung upon thy brow, 

Nor came the frequent smile as it doth now ; 

The tear, unchecked, upon thy cheek was wet. 
And future hopes were struggling with regret, 
For that lost treasure, which the God who gave, 
Had call’d from thee, to rest within that grave, 
To which fond mem ry oft will turn e’en yet. 
Since then, three years have run their raj)id race. 
And brought fresh blessings with them, and I see 
The smile which speaks a mother’s pride in thee, 
As fondly thou dost gaze upon, and trace, 

The first faint lines of Beauty, Trutli and Grace, 
Which spread their softness o’er thine infant’s face. 
1830.1 
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THE SA]ME SUBJECT COOTINUED. 


Tiicre is a souietliiug in her look, which brings 
TIig I'ccollection of tlio ])ast on me ; 

And as I gaze on her, I tliink 1 see 
That object of my memory’s wanderings. 

To which, alas! my heart too fondly clings. 

As bright and bejiutiful that being was, 

As she, of man's first fall the lovely cause. 

Ere yet the blasting taint from sin which springs, 
Had mark’d her mortal. May that providence, 
Which watcheth over Innocence and Truth, 
l’rt)tect thy child, thro’ all the ills of youtli, 
m grant her length of days, to recompense 
Thy present cares, that thou may’st no more feel 
Those wound«, which Death alone can wholly heal! 
18:30.1 
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HUNTING SONG. 


HUNTING SONG. 


I. 

The morning dawns, whose cheerful ray 
Awakes the jovial hunter ; 

With horse and spear we hie away, 

To rouse the savage grunter. 

CUOKUS. 

Then let’s away ! our trusty spears 
Full oft on Wild Hog tried. 

Shall once again, upon the plain. 

In swineish gore be dyed ! 

11 . 

The Elephants the jungle beat. 

The Boar springs from his wallow, 

And driven from his sheltered seat. 

He boldly tries the fallow. 



HITNTING SONG. 
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III. 

Awa}^ away ! no thought of fear, 

The Boar is now before ye ; 

We near him now—with pointed spear, 
Prepare for death and glory. 

IV. 

See, on tlie cdiarge, the savage go, 
Uesolved on death or conquest; 

The hunter tries, with well-aim*d*blow, 
To end the bloody contest. 

r. 

lie’s mis.s’d Ins aim, but wheels his horse. 
The Boar his ground still keeping; 

j 

With better aim, and truer force, 

The spear with blood is reeking. 

VI. 

Thus four successive spears he takes, 

Tlie fifth more deadly follows; 

lie foams with rage, exhausted shakes. 
And in his gore he wallows. 



HUNTING SONG. 



VII. 

Then here’s to him, with horse and spear. 
Who dares to meet the griinter. 

The liand and heart, both free from fear. 
Of every bold Hog-bunter. 



ON RIEAUING SOME LINES, ETC. 
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ON READING SOME LINES IN AN AL¬ 
BUM, ADDRESSED TO A MARRIED 
LADY BY A YOUNG MAN. 


Lady, believe liiin not ! he left his home. 

As free as was the fav’ring gale,, 

Which dash’d the curling billow’s wanton foam. 
Upon the ship’s distended sail; 

And think not, lady, that till now his eyes 
Ne’er look’d, with love, on other fair; 

Or that to thee were given his only sighs 
Of hopeless love, and fond despair. 

No ! he has gazed on female charms before. 

To which his heart such homage gave, 

Ele yet he left that siill-regretted shore. 

Which rests beyond th’ Atlantic’s wave. 
Perchance, there live, who learned, alas! too late, 
To know his faithless, fickle heart. 
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ON HEADING SOME LTNES^ ETC. 


When left to deeply feel, with vain regret, 

Of slighted love the lasting smart. 

Lady ! e’en thus, too soon, ’twill he with thee— 
Too soon his heart will cease to prize 

What now it does, when he shall no more see 
That form, which hade its feelings rise. 

He asks, forsooth, to he thy future friend, 

Since fate has given thee to another ; 

Vain, empty hope ! to think, he e’er could blend 
His, with the feelings of a brother ! 

Platonic love, in truth, is hut a cover 
To evil thoughts and had designs : 

That woman sadly errs, uho thinks a lover 
Content with it, his hopes resigns. 

1832 .] 
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INTRODUCTORY SONNET TO THE 

ORIENT PEARL. 

[a OAICUTTA ANWUAr. J’Olt IHE YEAR 1835 .] 

ACROSTIC. 

_ » 

Tins earth, tlio* not alike in beauty clad. 

Holds not a clime, where Nature is not found 
Enrob’d in loveliness :—if flowers abound 
On sonic more favor’d soils, let such be glad, 
Jledundant thus ; yet let not those be sad. 

In whicli creation hath not shed around 
Each beauteous plant, to deck the steril ground ; 
Nor need Improvement e’er despair to add 
To Nature’s gifts:—thus,while th’ enlighten’d west 
I’ours forth her treasures, with a lavish hand. 

E’en here, in this too long benighted land, 

A thousand signs Reflneraent’s march attest. 
Reason and Truth their kindred flags unfurl, 

Lo! we obey their call, and give the Orient Pearl. 

V 
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LIGHT AND SHADE. 


LIGHT AND SHADE. 


It came across my*funcy, like the ijleam 
Of lightning, which now shoots along theplaiuj 
Then vanishes, and all is still again ; 

A shadow of the past it was, which brought 
The scenes of other times into my thought ; 

A lovely vision, which had power to bles^ 

A heart unus’d to joy with happiness. 

Fair as the new-born light of opening day, 

And hapjiy as the lark that hails the ray 
Which wakes the sleeping w'orld, a mother stood. 
And watched, lest careless steps or noise intrude 
To break her darling’s rest. An infant lay. 

And slept, as infant Beauty only may, 

In peaceful innocence ; for who, alas I 
The haj>py years of guileless youth can pass. 



LIGHT AM) SHADE. 
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i\or feol, that care and grief, rerriorse and sorrow, 
TS'ot even in ^lecp, that [)lacid look can borrow ! 
h^)i' niaiiliood’s brightest dreams are haunted still 
Uy many a form of real or fancied Ul. 

One fair and lovely arm w'as laid at rest, 

Upon that sleeping infant’s tiny breast; 

'Flip other, ])laced beneath his little head, 

I'lie darling sleeper’s only pillow made ; 

’I’lie iij)s, just slightly parted, shewed‘beneath, 
liike pearls fresh gathered, his transparent teeth ; 
AV’hile, soft and sweet, like evening’s light, a smile 
Play'd ft’er the lovely cherub’^ face the while : 
lie woke at length, and rais’d his soft blue eyes. 
The ha])]iy mother with a kiss rejilies ; 

I look’d into that lady’s face, and there 
N o sign of sorrow saw, no trace of care j 
The smile upon her angel face that dwelt. 

Told only of the happiness she felt; 


She press’d imto.her heart that love|y boy, 


And life to her could give no deeper joy. 
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LIGHT AND SHADE. 


Thus far—Time pass’d away, and India's shore 
Beheld that lady and her child, no more. 

In other climes, who silent sits and weeps, 

While hy her side her infant Bahy sleeps. 

Blit sleeps in death ? whose voice, in accents wild, 
Still calls upon her lost, her darling child ? 

Whose tearless eye, whose pale and bloodless 
cheek, 

Proclaim the deep-felt wo, she cannot speak ? 

Too soon, the tale of misery is told— 

’Tis she, that lady whom I saw of old : 

Now, sorrow sits upon that lovely face. 

Where then the eye no shade of care could trace; 
And she has learn'd the fatal truth to know, 

How true, indeed ! that man is born to wo. 

And was this but a dream ? alas ! to me, 

’Twas the sad picture of reality ! 

1832 .] * 
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To 



Fouoet thee, no ! too well this heart 

Had learn’d, before ’twas ours to part, 

* 

How much it felt for thee : 

That image which I lov’d so well. 
Within this breaking heart shall dwell. 
Till I shall cease to be. 



I ask thee not, (I know ’twere vain,) 

W'ith alter’d look, to come again. 

And view this wasted form 
I ask not even for one kind word. 

For aught which thou could’st now accord. 
Hath lost the power to charm. 

r 2 
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TO 


III. 

In moments still to memory dear. 
When I have kiss’d the gathering tear. 
From off thy soft blue eye ; 

How little did I think, how soon. 

To me, 'twould be the dearest boon. 
That Heaven could give—to die. 

IV. 

How oft, in love’s deep ecstacy. 

When I have knelt, and vow’d to thee. 
My heart was wholly thine. 

Hast thou, in accents soft and sweet. 
Said as our eyes would fondly meet, 
That thou wert only mine ? 

V. 

Still do I seem to feel the bliss. 

Which breath’d in every fervent kiss 
Thy ro^ lips bestow’d ; 

When, as thy gentle form I press’d, 

1 told thee that, within my breast. 
Love’s purest passion glow’d. 



TO 
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VI. 

Away, away ! with thoughts like these ! 
They cannot give me back my peace. 
And heal this wounded heart; 

Too late to know' they could not last, 
Those lovely visions of the past, 

Which memory doth impart. 

VII. 

1 lov’d thee, then, with such adove, 

As may be known in heaven above. 

But seldom dwells on earth ; 

What else had then this world for me i 
My very spirit bow’d to thee. 

In homage to thy worth. 

VIII. 

It was a dream of happiness. 

Which came my early youth to bless, 
Alas ! how quickly fled ! 

’Tis past, and welcome now the hour, 
AVhich brings with it the friendly power, 
That lays me with the dead ! 


1832 .] 



56 


A PBAYER. 


A PRAYER. 


[PBOM ONE OP Venn’s seemons.J 


Oh, Thou ! the gracious source of every good. 
Who giv’st to countless millions daily food ; 
Who, thronM in majesty divine, didst plan 
This beauteous earth, the heritage of man; 

Who didst create a world, where spirits bless 
The power which gives eternal happiness, 

And praise, in endless songs of love, the God, 
Whose presence lights with joy their blest abode 
Almighty and Eternal Lord, from whom 
Alone, all mercies and all blessings come ! 

How guilty are we, if, in serving Thee, 

AVe deem, we are not in that service free! 

In what sad mental darkness are we drown’d, 

If in this sinful world our hearts are bound I 
Whence is it, that we do not learn to see. 

That happiness dwells not apart from Thee, 



A PRAYER. 


And that no peace our gailty souls can fill, 
Unless we bend to Thine our stubborn will! 

Oh ! dissipate the mists, which cloud our sight, 
And lien we err, oh ! guide us Thou aright! 

] 833 .] 
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THE DEAD HEAR NOT THE VOICE OF 

THE LIVING. 


P' So man heth down and risetb not—till the heaveas bo no 
more, they shall not awake, nor be raised out of their sleep.” 

Job, chap, xiv., verte 12.] 


Not ill her fatlier's land my lov’d one sleeps! 

Not in her native isle her mother weeps ; 

Where the tall palm-tree casts its lengthen’d shade, 
’Neath eastern skies, my own sweet child is laid. 

When evening shades had cast around their gloom, 
Alone, I sought her sad and silent tomb. 

While wo-fraught memories crowded on the heart, 
To which her smiles could once such joy impart. 
Oh, God! how hard for human hearts to bear 
Deep thoughts of untold grief and dark despair ! 



THE HEAD HEAE NOT THE VOICE, ETQ. 59 

“ My child, my child 1 would I had died for thee!” 

A 

Pour’d forth th’ expression of mine agony; ' 

“ If, lov’d one! from the seats of bliss on high, 
Thou se’est a parent’s grief, with pitying eye, 
Come, in the shadowy visions of the night. 

And touch his soul with thy pure spirit’s light!” 

She hears me not I Back from the silent tomb, 
The echoes of my wo’s sad accents come ! 

18:34.] 



60 


H. L.' D. 


n. L. D. 

I. 

1 

PiLiiOwiiD on that snowy breast. 

Oh ! rest, my darling Baby, rest! 

A mother's eyes thy vigil keep, 

Then sleej), my lovely infant, sleep ! 

II* 

What words can tell that mother’s joy, 
As now she gazes on her boy ? 

And who can know her heart's full bliss, 
As she imprints her first fond kiss ? 

HI. 

A6ection's light, from her soil eye. 

Is beeaming forth, full lovingly ; 

And liOve Hope, with holy fire, 
Her mmoi^ soul at once inspire. 



Ill* L* 


Cl 




\ 


IV. 

II ow gently breathes our angel one. 

The breath of life, but just begun ! 

How sweetly do his red lips part! 

How softly beats his little heart • 

V. 

Oil ! dearer thou, than aught on earth. 
Save that lov’d One, who gave thee birth , 
Fresh pledge art thou of her* deep love, 

A gift to us from heaven above! 

VI. 

What holy feeling holds my soul, 

Hound by its strong, but soft coutroul. 

As thus, with look of love, I trace 
The beauties x^ictur’d in thy face f 

Vll. 

What charm is that, which thus imparts 
This melting mood to human hearts f 
■Which bids the sternest natures sigh. 
Whene’er we gaze on Infancy ? 


G 
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H* 1L» Dt 


VIII. 

It is of rev Vent awe the sense, 

Call'd forth by infant innocence, 

* When those, who’ve known both shame and sin, 
Behold how pure they once have been. 

IX. 

How yearns my soul, with fond caress. 

Our darling Baby's form to press I 
And when 1 clasp him to my heart. 

What rapture does the touch impart! 

* 

X. 

AVlien closely heart is drawn to heart, 

Of those, who meet no more to part, 

There is a joy, which none may tell, 

Save lovers who have breath'd Farewell: 

XI. 

The pris’ncr, when from bonds set free, 

He tastes the sweets of liberty ; 

The soldier, mark’d by many a scar. 

When home he turns, from wasting war: 



R* Xi* Dt 




XII. 

The exile, when from foreign land,^ 
He comes and sees his native strand ; 
The mariner, when sav'd from wreck, 
He stands in safely on the deck : 

XIII. 

All feel the magic powV of joy. 

And drink its cup without alloy ; 

But sweeter still the parent’s bliss. 
Felt in the first, full-hearted kiss. 

XIV. 

t 

My child, how beautiful art thou ! 

Like purest snow is thy fair brow ; 
And, lov’d one, thy dear soft blue eyes 
Are colour’d like the far-olF skies ! 


XV. 

Perhaps ’tis fancy, yet it seems. 

As thou didst dream sweet infant dreams. 
For oft a smile steals o’er thy face, 

And lights it with a nameless grace. 
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Xia 


XVK 

A father’s blessing rest with thee, 

Sweet emblem thou of purity ! 

Oh ! may Time’s forward Hight still bring 
To thee fresh blessings on its wing ! 

XVIi. 

May He protect thee, who has power 
'J’o guard thee, still, in danger’s hour, 

By whom these sacred words were given, 
“ Of such the kingdom is of Heaven.’ 

x\ in. 

'fhen ]allow’d on that snowy .breast, 

()h ! rest, iny darling Baliy, rest; 

A mother’s eves thy vigil keep, 

< )h ! sleep, my lovely infant, sleep! 
is;34.1 
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Tc - 

[ \V m I T K N AT .S K V,] 

>. 

To thee, to thee, iiiy heart still turns. 
And Lo my ow'u lov’d home, 

Tho’ now, a lonely wanderer, thus, 
lu other climes I roam. 

TI. 

It is nol, that in foreign lands. 

1 might not happy be ; 

It IS that life no joy can give, 
r^nless, when shar’d with thee. 

Ill' 

The heart that once hath trulv lovM, 

^o future change can know ; 

Tow’rds thee, my own, and only love, 
Still must niy feelings flow. 

o 2 
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TO 


IV. 

Here, as m mournful mood, 1 sit. 

Beneath the moon’s pale light, 

A vision comes to bless my soul. 

All beautiful, and bright. 

1 gaze upon thine angel face. 

Thy cheek of love’s own hue , 

Thy little mouth, and rosy bps, 

..ind eyes of lustrous blue. 

M. 

I press thy yielding form to mine, 

A nd clasp thee to my heart; 

Oh God ! that thou wert really there, 

N o more again to part! 

Vii. 

Ill vain 1 seek to speak my thoughts. 

For how can words express 
The charms which make thee all thou art, 
A form of loveliness ? 



TO 




vin. 

Yet thou wilt come again, my love. 

And bless this lonely heart. 

With all those joys thy love alone. 

Can e’er to me impart. 

IX. 

Yes, bright-eyed hope still hovers near. 

And points to joys to come, 

Like those, in other days, which bless’d 
My now deserted home. 

X. 

Then, haste thee back, thou lovely one, 

Oh ! haste to cross that sea. 

Which heaves its boundless waste of waves, 
Between my love and me ! 

« 


18 «.] 
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TO ANNA-ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 


TO ANNA—ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 

[with a HINQ.] 

1 . 

Accept, my love, this golden ring, 

A simple birth-day gift from me ; 

When absent, let it sometimes bring 
The donor’s image back to thee. 

II. 

k 

An emblem, too, oh ! let it be, 

And cherish’d such, in thy dear heart. 

Of love’s unchanging constancy. 

When cruel fortune bids us part. 

III. 

Years after years still roll away. 

Like waves upon the sandy shore ; 

And as we hail one natal day. 

Our hopes still point to that before. 



TO ANNA—ON HER BIBTH^DAY. 




IV. 

In what of time hath pass’d with thee, 

While o’er life’s ocean sped thy bark, 

The scene hath often seem’d to be 
With sadness clouded, drear, and dark. 

V. 

And much in truth thy tender frame 
Hath felt of pain and sorrow’s load ; 

Though oft the light of pleasure came, 

And shed its radiance o’er thy road. 

VI. 

Of those dear treasures heaven gave, 

Two live to bless a mother’s love; 

And two are in the lonesome grave. 

Whose souls have sought their rest above. 

‘ VII. 

For them, tho’ frequent, fall the tears 
A sorrowing mother’s eyes must shed ; 

Yet, turn with hope to future years. 

Nor deem all joy in life has fled. 



TO TO ANNA~ON HSR BIRTH-DAY. 

VIII. 

A wife’s and mother’s cares may still 
Their own respective blessings bring ; 

Fresh joys into thy breast instil, 

And o’er thy mind contentment fling. 

IX. 

And be it mine, while onward flies 
Remorseless time, on fleeting wing. 

In all thy thoughts to sympathise, 

And fondly to thy bosom cling. 

X. 

Should sorrow wring thy gentle heart, 
Be’t mine to bid thee weep no more ; 

To soothe misfortune’s bitter smart. 

And to thy mind its peace restore. 

XI. 

Or should bright smiles light up thy face. 
And pleasure beam in thy soft eyes; 

Oh ! be it, then, my pleasing place 
Fresh schemes of gladness to devise. 



TO ANNA—ON HEE BIBTH-OAY. 71 

XII. 

We know not, now, who first shall leave 
This fading world, and all we love ; 

Or who, with fruitless tears, shall grieve 
The other’s silent grave above. 

XIII. 

But should th’ unsparing conqueror Death, 

To me his earliest mandate bring ; 

When speeds to heaven my parting breath. 

Oh ! cherish thou this simple ring. 

183(1] 
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THE VOYAGE—A FRAGMENT. 



Ah ! must we leave Old England and its joys ? 
Blow sweetly tlien, ye keel compelling gales, 

And bear us on!—Hark to the merry noise 
Which speaks the seamen’s joy, as the wide 
sails 

First catch the breeze—It little now avails, 

That weeping eyes are turn’d to yonder shore. 
Long, long, they gaze, till comes dark night and 
veils 

From their sad sight, that home they’ll see no 
more. 

Save in sweet dreams, while hush’d to sleep by 
ocean's roar. 
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IL 

Blow on, ye breezes—Biscay’s bay is pass’d, 

And the good ship goes merrily along, 

And bends beneath the well hird sails, each mast* 
Now looming low, as tho’ in mid air hang, ‘ 
Madeira’s isle appears; and loud and long 

The joyful cry, which tells that land is near: 

Each heart is gay, and cheerful is the song. 

And light the laugh, which falls upon the ear, 

As close in shore, the experienc’d helmsmen 
safely steer. 

III. 

Dear nature here is cloth'd in loveliness, 

And smiling still, the happy months glide on ; 

Fit spot it is, were sin and sorrow less. 

For those who live for heaven to dwell upon ; 

But innocence and truth, alas! are gone. 

And here have vice and human passions been. 
And left the trace of all the ill they’ve done ; 
Here want and wretchedness are frequent seen. 
And all, save nature^sself is paltry, poor, and mean. 


n 
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IV. 

Far in the wide Atlantic stands a rock, 

Scai’ce seen amidst the trackless ocean’s waste ; 
The barren wreck of some convulsive shock, 

Of which no other sign can now be traced, 
Tristan D’Acunha I by the waves embraced, 

And thus remote from other lands, in thee 
IMie man of many woes might hope to taste 
Content and peace, if such indeed there be, 

In this sad world of ceaseless sin and misery. 

V. 

Here dwell some exiles from their native land. 
Who gain subsistence from the scanty soil; 
Content to live beneath the mild command 
Of one old man, the sovereign of the isle; 
Unlike earth’s kings, he never seeks to spoil 
His subjects of their rights, and they who sow, 
In safety reap, the harvest of their toil; 

Ah! did the kings of earth true wisdom know, 
’TwouW be their study and their prid^, to govern 
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* 

VI. - 

Soon fades this sea-girt island from the view, 

As onward still we sweep—now eastward lies 
Tlie ship’s due course—the stout and ready crew 
Are ever on the watch, as fall and rise. 

The changing winds, and still the vessel flies 
O’er countless leagues, aqross the yeasty main, 

Far to the south, where from the murky skies, 

I' 

Come biting blasts, surcharg’d with sleet and raiu, 
And howling tempests sweep alongthe watery plain. 

VII. 

No living thing, I ween, may here be seen, 

Save ocean’s finny tribes, or Albatross 
Slow sailing o’er the vast and glassy green. 
Regardless of the stormy winds which toss 
The waves on high—^now distant far—now close, 
He swims secure, or heedless holds his way. 

On snowy wing, the waste of waves across ; 

While thoughtless lads with single ball essay 
To stay hieifurther course, and their own skill 
display. 
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Vlll. 

Far tu the loft tl»o btormy Ca])e renmiiis, 

£xtreme&t point of Afric’b burning coast; 

Upon whobO unexplored and pathlo&s plains, 

How many fav’rite sons hath science lost! 

But this, of hardy Britons is the boast, 

That deatli, disease, and all the ills, to which 
Man is expos’d on earth, can ne’er exhaust 
That love learning, and that 1 ravelling itch, 

By which, tlieyjpeek their stores of knowledge to 
enrich. 

IX. 

The f^e of Lanier, CAlapperton, and Park, 

And other well known names to science dear, 
Attests this truth—they boldly did embark 
Upon a sea, w)iere all was dark and drear. 

With nought, but hope, their painful course to cheer; 
But tho’, their graves in foreign lands be made. 

For them their country sheds the grateiul tear, 
And fame hath twin’d a wreath which nj^’er shall fade. 
While great examples can to glorious deeds persuade* 
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‘ I 

X* 

Cape Comorin is pass’d, and up the bay 
Of rich Bengal the vessel holds her way ; 

Now iudistinct, and dim, and far away, 

Ganjam’s high lands their faint outline^^display ; 
And now, the soften’d light of drying day\ 
Fl(*at8 o’er the shrine, where superstition reigns^ 
Dark Juggurnath ! where never hath the ray 
Of blessed truth, yet shone, diid* luiifi^er stains 
The accursed system, which its ibloated priests 
inaiutaiiis. 


XI. 

Lo, where the poor deluded'ii^retche.s' drag,^ 
Rejoicing in their task, the ponderous wain! 

Religion bids, nor dare her votaries flag 

* 

Beneath their work accurs’d—with jmight andmain, 
They force the car along, and pull and strain, 
With frantic glee. On comes the creaking wheel, 
And ploughs its horrid path thro’ blood and brain, 
While the ]||st victims, in their shouts reveal 
The hopes of heaven inspir’d, by their misguided zeal 

H U 
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XU. 


Idolatry hatli rais’d her altars here, 

And millions, at her blood stain’d shrine, bow don n, 
Deluded dupes of superstitious fear, 

And taught to dread the wily Brahmin’s fron n. 
Alik^, the sacred thread, and monkish gown, 
fb different climes, the same vile ends have serv’d, 
But evil systems, tho’ of old renown. 


^^d long by craft, and priestly wiles pre'serv’d. 
Must fall, when once by light and God-like truth. 


enerv’d. 


Xlll. 


And fall they shall—^the sentence has gone forth," 
And knowledge spreads her dearest treasures o’er 
The long benighted kingdoms of the earth ; 

The darkness of the past now flies before 
The light of truth, and shall return no more; 

All nations yet shall bend the willing knee, 

To thee, oh God! and Thy great name adore; 
Thy Gospel shall be known from sea to sea, 

And future generations bless’d, in serving Thee! 

1836.] 
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TiiEiiE is a mouldering fort of other cljiys, 

Beiieatli whose crumbling walls, the Ganges poivs 
His turbid waves—ere yet on India’s shores, 

The sons of Britain first essay’d* to raise 
’I’lie giant frame of that vast power, which sways 
Jler hundred millions, lawless force and crime 
Found ready refuge there; but silent time, 

Whose sceptre every earthly power obeys. 

Hath changed the scene—Mahratta robbers now, 
No longer dare to do their deeds of ill; 

N o longer, now, the suffering people bow. 
Beneath the yoke of some vile tyrant’s will; 

And once, where only idol altars blaz’d, 

Hymns to the Christian’s God, are now devoutly 
rais’d. 

183G.J 
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TO MY HORSE CLINKER. 


i.-, 

CoMEforthjiny braveClinker,and bearme once more, 
In the pride of tli^ n^ength, against the wild boar ; 
In vain shall be seek to elude thee by flight, 

In vain shall he hope to o’ercome thee in flght. 

II. 

Like an arrow, when shot from a well-bended bow, 
Like a war-horse in battle, when charging the foe, 
Nought thy courage can quell, or thy fleetuess 
may stay. 

If I bid thee pursue, when the boar breaks away. 

III. 

IJprous’d from his lair, by the hunter’s halloo, 

He listens a moment, then shakes ofiT the dew; 
One look of defiance he casts on his foes, 

And across the wide plain he gallantly goes. 
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IV. 

We are chasing him now, o’er the soft velvet 
green, : 

And now we are with him in the pathless ravine; 

k 

He nears the deep river, but his hopes are in 
vain, 

If* he takes to the water, we plunge in amain. 

> 

V. 

V 

As swift as the bullet, when sped to the targe, 

O’ertaken at last, he comes down on the charge; 

Unhurt, and undaunted, brave Clinker sweeps 
past, 

Like the whirlwind riding, in wrath, on the blast, 

VI. 

He sits foaming and grinding his tusks, now at bay, 
And his sharp twinkling eyes his fierce anger 
betray ; 

Once more to the charge, and the boar lies supine, 
Brought down on the rush, by a spear in the spine. 
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VII. 

Let otiiers find pleasure in iiiubic and dancin^^, 

Or the smiles of a mistress, the rapt soul entranc- 

injr; 

Compared with my feelings, theirs are trifling, 
indeed. 

As 1 vault on the back of my own gallant steed 

VIII. 

May those vs hose delight is in wine, still be blest; 
] know not, in what its attractions consist, 

For one dreadful head-ache, in my humble think- 

Should cure one for ever of too deeply drinking. 


IX. 

False, false, are the hopes which Ambition inspires. 
Unsated and vain are the Miser’s desires ; 

i. 

The soul-stirring chase is the only pursuit 
Which gives to us health, and true pleasure, to 
boot. 
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X. 

Then, away, let’s away ! such follies despising; 
The morning has dawn’d, and the sun is just ris¬ 
ing; 

Our joy be to see the fierce boar, grim and gory. 
As we leave him, when vanquished, “ alone in his 
glory.” 

18 : 1 - 1 .] 
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TO A FRIEND ON RECOVERING FROM 
A DANGEROUSJLLNESS. 


I. 

When sickness had brought down thy strength 
to the dust, 

And the Angel of Death kepi his watch by thy bed; 

What then were thy feelings, what then was thy 
trust, 

In the thought, that thou soon should’st be laid 
with the dead ( 


II. 

Did the dread of Eternity weigh down thy soul. 
As the secrets of Time seem’d about to be shewn ? 
Or did love of this world thy affections controul, 
And bind thee to things that are priz’d, because 
known ^ 



TO A FRIEND ON RECOVERINO^ ETC. 8§ 


III. 

No • sweet was the liope, wliicli then pour’d its 
pure balm 

O’er thy care-worn .spirit, in the fast closing strife; 

« 

And blest were the musings, which made thee so 
calm, 

When the flight of a niomeiit iniglit snatch thee 
fioni life. 


IV. 

hW thy thoughts wore of Him, who had died to 
atone 

For the sins of a world, which rejected His love; 
By our faith in whose mercies and merits alone, 
We may hope for a home in the mansions above. 

V. 

In the trust of a blest resurrection with him. 
When the trump of an angel shall call forth the 
dead; 

\s the last sparks of life became darken’d and dim. 
No fears of the future overpower’d thee with dread. 

I 
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VI. 

But the strong hand of death hath been stay’d 
by the Lord, 

And health has return’d to thy pain-stricken frame; 
Then, do thou, to the hearts of thy lov’d ones 
restor’d, 

Be thankful to Him, and speak good of His name. 

VII. 

Let the thoughts of His mercies lie deep in thy heart. 
On thy lips, ever fresh, be the voice of his praise ; 
And be sure, that true happiness dwells not apart 
From him, who is mighty, and the ancient of days. 

VII, 

In His hands are the issues of life and of Death, 
He gives, and He takes, as to Him seeineth best; 
By the heavens, and the earth, and all things 
that have breath. 

Be His greatness. His goodness, and glory, con¬ 
fess’d ! 

1837 .] 
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Tlir/IIUSBAND TO HIS ABSENT WIFE. 


[PKOM AN yNKINISUKD POEM.] 



Alone, and in my now deserted home. 

So cheerful once, wdien thou, blest one, wert near 
To make each passing pleasure doubly dear ; 
What feelings crowd upon this weary heart. 

As oft the silent tears, unbidden, start. 

From forth their secret cells ? Sweet visions come 
With all their wealth of long-lost bliss, to mock 
My present grief, and though I may recall 
The past, and bless my soul with thoughts of all 
That thou hast been to me, yet to unlock 
Our future fate, is far beyond the scope 
Of my weak sight, and while I fondly hope, 

That we shall meet again, doubt and despair 
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Will sometimes cast a passing shade of care 
Upon niy brow ; and yet I sternly cope 
With these dark shapes, and bid the thought de¬ 
part, 

That thou should'st not be press’d to this fond 
heart. 

In all-absorbing love. At once to die. 

Were better than the lingering misery 
Of life, without the hope that yet again 
I should behold those features, which enchain 
]Vly heart’s best feelings, and that thou should’st 
be 

But what thou art—that heart’s idolatry! 

II. 

Back, back, unto the days and years long past, 
My thoughts take wing; and thy sweet eyes look 
out, 

From the far depths of buried time, without 
One shade of change, since first they fondly cast 
Their spell upon my youthful heart. Oh! would 
That those dear hours might come again ! how well 
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My deeds should show, what words may vainly 
tell! 

Fool that I was ! so near to perfect bliss, 

And yet, false to my blooming hopes, to miss 
The accepted time, neglect the proffer’d good 
Which Fate had then in store, and leave to chance, 
The happiness I might have gained at once ! 

’Tis strange—I know not how—kbut when on thee, 
My looks of love first fell, I did but see 
As other men, and deem’d that womankind, 
(Julike in persons, were alike in mind : 

I knew, that thou wert beautiful and fair ; 

That none of beauty’s daughters might compare 
In grace and loveliness with thee ; but yet 
I little thought that such a soul was set 
Within so fair a shrine ; that like the moon. 
Amidst the glittering stars, at night’s sweet noon. 
In thy pure loveliness, thou didst surpass 
All others, I could see, and yet, alas! 

A cloud was then upon my darkened mind. 

Which to thy moral beauties made me blind. 

I 2 
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Too often, thus, must angels weep to see. 

Those who have felt the blessed purity 
Of truth and virtue, turn aside to sin. 

Swayed by the power of evil thoughts within. 

* 

in. 

I left thee in thine island home to seek 
What men deem wealth, in lands beyond the sea 
And when I press’d my lips to thy soft cheek, 
And vow’d, that I would come again for thee, 

1 knew, I felt, that only thou should'st be, 

Tho’ parted then, companion of my life; 

That none could ever be so dear to me— 

That thou, and only thou, shouldst be my wife ; 
And yet 1 left thee, for the film still hung 
Upon my darkened eyes, nor deem’d I then, 

As thy dear arms around me wildly clung 
In love’s despair, a time was coming, ivlien, 

To part from thee, even for a day, would be. 

As it in truth hath been, deep agony. 

1 left thee, but in all my wanderings, 
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The image of thy fair and lovely face 
Dwelt deep within my heart; no change of place 
Or scene, could take from me, the hope which 
brings 

Relief to those who love. Had I had wings, 

Full oft would I have left the world’s turmoil, 
And flown across the deep to thy dear breast, 

To rest for ever there,—like some lone bird. 

That, teinpcst-toss’d, flies to its shelter’d nest; 

Or like the weary and forlorn exile, 

AV"ho comes, from years of slavery and toil, 

And weeps with joy, to hear the tones he heard, 
In hajipier days, ere yet Ambition stirr’d 
His youthful mind. Time never stays his course, 
And tho’, to those who love, his flight seem slow. 
Yet, swift and sure, like some high-mettled 
horse. 

Or like the arrow shot from bended bow, 
lie holds his onward way. We met at last, 

And in the face of heaven, I call’d thee mine; 
While thou, with modest mien and eyes downcast, 
Received the fitting vows, which made me thine ; 
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From that blest hour, till now, thy spirit still 
Hath bow’d to all love claims, my way ward will; 
Month after month, year after year, have flown, 
Since first I knew and call’d thee, all mine own ; 
Yet every month, and each succeeding year 
Have made thee, if in sooth, they could, more dear. 
Oh ! yes, it was not till I look’d into 
Those dear soft eyes of love’s own sweetest hue. 
And saw what deep affections harbour’d there, 

I learn’d how vast the bliss love can confer ; 

And felt, how full the heart’s devotion flows 
Towards her, for whom its softest passion glows. 

IV. 

There be some men, on whom misfortunes fall. 
With terrible effect—making them bow 
Beneath the sudden shock, even as the tall 
And stately ship, when struck, goes down below 
The o’erwhelming tempest’s sweep. For me, al¬ 
though 

I may not boast philosophy enough. 

To smile at every ill or wayward blow, 

Fate may provide, yet can I deem the stuft’. 
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Call’d wealth, for which so many sweat and toil, 
And fret their lives away, as little worth 
A wise mail’s serious thought; for but awhile. 
And all which they have priz’d so much on earth. 
Must pass from their faint grasp, to be possess’d 
By those,perchance, wholov’d them not. The wealth 
Of worlds can ne’er repay the loss of health, 

Nor make the ever-waking conscience rest; 

And few there are, whose deity is gold, 

Or who have strain’d their every nerve to gain 
Ambition’s giddy height, who have not sold 
That peace of mind no price may bring again. 
For me, it is enough if Heaven but give 
So much of worldly means, that I may live 
Above the fear of want; let others keep 
Their golden dreams, 1 have no wish to curb 
Their idle hopes, and only seek the deep 
And heart-felt peace, which no such dreams disturb. 
But when, with stealthy step, or rapid stride, 
Disease comes near those beings, upon whom 
My heart’s affections would for ever bide, 

And seems to woo them to the fearful tomb. 
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I feel a pang shoot thro’ my inmost soul, 

And grief and care usurp the vacant place 
Of joy and peace. Men may perhaps controul 
The tide of feeling, in each other case, 

May drown their sorrows in the maddening bowl, 
Or by experience taught, devise fresh schemes, 
While bright anticipations still console. 

For failures past, and hope yet kindly beams 
Upon their onward path ; but when we fear. 

Lest haply those dear ones, who long have been 
The idols of our heart, should leave us here. 

With nought on which that widow’d heart might 
lean, 

No charm to our sad thoughts can bring relief. 

No power can soothe our deep and silent grief. 
How often have I watched thy lovely face. 

And trembled lest, perchance, mine eyes should 
trace. 

In those dear features, aught which might betray. 
However faint, the lines of slow decay; 

And when my liOeks have found no doubtful shade 
To bid me fear, lest my sweet flower should fade. 
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My joy was such as trembling misers fbel, 

O’er treasures found, which 'villains sought to steal. 
And yet, the time must come, I know full well, 
When our fond hearts must breathe their last 
farewell; 

Sad fate for the survivor, then to be 
Left to the careless world’s cold sympathy ! 

Oh ! thought of dread ! would that we might 
resign, 

111 one short hour, those fetters which confine 
Our spirits here ! What happiness to soar 
With thee, to realms, where we might both adore 
High Heaven’s great King! Yet tho’ this may 
not be. 

Sweet is the hallow’d promise, full and free, 
Which peace and pardon speaks to sinful man, 
Bought by Redemption’s ever-wond’rous plan; 
On this, mine own, let our firm hopes be set. 

Then may we quit this world without regret, 
Assur’d that tho’ we part in sorrow here, 

We’ll meet again, in heaven’s alLblissfiil sphere. 
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V. 

4 

They sadly wrong the human heart, who say. 
Possession soon will cure the deepest love, 

True passion never knows nor feels decay, 

And is, in sooth, as far remov’d above 

,That grovelling lust, which often claims the name, 

As is the glorious orb which, gives us light, 

From this dark world. True love is still the same. 
From first to last—no power can disunite 
The hearts itoncehath bound—like God-likeTruth, 

Whose blessed light illumes the darkest soul, 

/ 

’Tis pure and sacred, and in age, or youth, 

f i 

With rich and poor, alike, it is the goal 
Of human bliss, and sheds a charm o’er life. 
Which nothing else can give. Those sympathies, 
With which the hearts of all mankind are rife. 
Can ne’er unfold their hoarded energies, 

CJnless call’d forth by love. ’Tis not, because 
The eyes have found a form whereon to rest. 

To them so passing lovely, that it draws 
The soul in willing chains, we feel so blest; 
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But ’tis because the lov’d and lovely orife, 

To whom the heart its dearest homage pays. 

Shares in the thoughts we fondly dwell upon, 
And feels the bliss, which mutual love conveys. 
The lust of wealth or power may fill the heart. 
But cannot bring content; there is no art 
To make Ambition’s slippery path secure. 

And keep its eager votary’s feelings pure. 

And free from stain, for few, alas! how few. 
Who seek to rise, temptation’s snares eschew. 
But love, of earthly joys the truest source, 
Where rightly placed, brings with it no remorse, 
But sheds its balmy influence o’er the soul. 

And moulds our natures to its soft controul; 

And I—have I not felt it, full and deep, 

Witliin my heart of hearts ? Do I not keep 
The memory of all that thou hast been 
To my rapt soul ? And art not thou the queen 
Of Beauty, unto whom my heart has bent, 

i 

In all the bliss of deep enravishment ? 

Ah! yes, my thoughts for ever turn to thee, 

As streams and rivers seek the distant sea! 

K 
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Thou art the blessed star, wliose clieering ray 
Illumes life’s path, and guides me on my way ; 
The thing most dear to me, beneath the sun, 

My beautiful, my loved, and lovely one ! 

And now, that thou hast left me for a lime, 

.To seek for health, in Albion’s happier clime, 

I feel, as feels the sad and lone exile, 

Condemned to pass long years on some far isle ; 
Who lives in this sole hope, that yet once more. 
His eyes shall rest upon his native shore ; 

I count the days and hours, which yet divide 
My yearning heart’s sole idol from my side ; 
While hope the charmer, whispers oft this tale, 
(And who would not let hope’s sweet voice pre¬ 
vail !) 

That my flown dove, on love’s own fleetest wings, 
Shall soon speed back, from all her wanderings. 
And seek her rest once more, beside that heart 
To which her love alone can peace impart! 

1837 .] 
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I. 

Welcome as shady waters are to those, 

Wlio travel through a dry and desert land, 

Art thou to us, dear child ! Thou dost unclose. 
New springs of joy, and few may understand 
The deep and ever-yearning love, which glows 
In our fond hearts, as thy sweet looks expand, 
From day to day, to our admiring eyes, 

Hiiiding us to thee with Nature’s mystic ties. 

II . 

As to the teeming and prolific Earth, 

The genial sunshine, w hen stern Winter’s past; 
Or moisture after long-protracted dearth ; 

Such, darling treasure, which hast come, at last, 
To us the glad announcement of thy birth ! 
With thy dear, helpless, innocence, thou hast 
Bewitched our senses, for in all our thoughts. 
Beloved one! Thy gentle image floats. 
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III. 

And other hearts than ours o’er thee rejoice, 

And deep and true thy brothers’ love will he. 

For doubly dear to them, their future joys. 

More lightly borne their griefs, if shar’d with thee : 
No better gift have we for our dear boys. 

Than thy pure love—no richer legacy : 

Vet, well I ween, tliey’ll own no dearer claim, 
When we are gone, than their sweet sister’s name. 



And thou, dear child, wilt ever cling to them, 

Throughout life’s changes, whatsoe’er betide ; 

No worldly cares should e’er have power to stem 

Affection’s course, or kindred hearts divide : 

And should, perchance, the wise and good con¬ 
demn, 

Or friends grow cold, when error's paths misguide, 
Oh ! be thy love the blessed star, whose rays 
Shall light them back to truth’s unerring ways! 
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Fair, very fair, thou art! in after years, 

With lips, which put to shame the rose’s hue, 

And eyes, (oh! may they ne’er he steep’d in tears. 

Save tears of joy !) of that pure limpid blue. 
Whose softness most to tender hearts endears, 

What triumphs to thy charms may yet be due I 

* 

How much may even a look or smile from thee, 

A source of joy or grief to others he! 



May God preserve thee, in thy loveliness. 

Thou blessed thing, and make thee good, as fair ! 
For tho’, too oft, than beauty valued less, 

% virtue, which alone can here prepare, 

And fit us for eternal happiness. 

The loveliest form, without a proper share 
Of Christian graces, to adorn the mind, 

Is but at best, like gold, not yet refined. 

K 2 
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VII. 

A few short years—and we shall be at rest, 
Within the silent grave—whilst thou, perchance, 

4 

Shalt still be toiling in the bootless quest 

Of happiness—that dream of young romance— 
Fond hope, insph’d by love, bids us invest 

Thy future days, with all that may enhance 

Life’s fleeting joys, and teach thee to adore 

The bounteous hand, that makes thy cup run o’er. 

VIII. 

Again, a little while—and we shall meet, 

If God so wills it, at the throne of Grace, 

’Midst all the varied ills of life, how sweet. 

To feel assur’d, that even for us, a place 
Is there prepar’d ! Oh I let us then entreat, 

That He who knows the frailties of our race. 

To whom, alone, the power to save is given, 

Will lead us all, in His good time, to heaven I 

1839 .] 
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' I. 

On cease to bid me dry my tears, 

And turn to worldly joys once more ; 

I’o me, alas I revolving years, 

Can ne’er the lov’d,—the lost, restore ; 

* 

My heart was all too light before, 

Nor deem’d I e’er of grief like this, 
Till Death had thrown his darkness o’er 
The sunshine of my short-lived bliss. 

ir. 

I’ve tried for long and weary weeks, 

To think my grief s excess a sin; 

And that I grieve not, less bespeaks 
The painful strife I boar within:— 

At times, religious feelings win 

Some mastery o’er my frenzied soul: 
Rut wild despair soon rushes in. 

And sweeps away their mild controul. 
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lANTHE—>THE BEREAVEMENT. 


111 . 

For long, long years, I wish’d in vain 
A daughter to my heart to press ; 

She came—and all a mother’s pain 
Was lost, in sweet forgetfulness ; 

Oh ! who can tell the thoughts that bless 
A mother’s gushing heart, the while 
Affection’s chains, with each caress. 
Around that heart more closely coil! 

IV. 

From day to day, her infant charms 
Bloom’d lovelier, to my doting eyes; 
More fondly still, my eager arms 

Were clasp’d around my peerless pri 2 e- 
Oh ! how my heart did idolize 

That fairy thing, whose beauty still 
lives with those treasur’d memories. 
Which time nor change can ever chill 1 
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One year—one little year had flown, 

And every hour was wing’d with joy ; 

Fair flow'ers upon my path were strown, 

And all seem’d bliss, without alloy; 

How did those happy days decoy 

My trusting heart, and bid me deem, 

* 

That nought of ill could e’er destroy 
The sweetness of that waking dream ! 



Alas! alas! the spoiler came, 

And seiz’d his prey, with ruthless gi^sp. 
And coil’d around her tender frame. 

As round his victim twines the asp : 

A mother’s tears could not unclasp 
That deadly hold—and I sat by. 

And watch’d while each convulsive gasp 
Told but too well, that she must die. 
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lANTHE—THE BEREAVEMENT. 


VII. 

'Twas done—Death took niy darling child! 

Oh ! would that I for her had died ! 

My burning brain was almost wild 
Wkh agony, as by her side, 

I cast me down to weep, and chide 

The lovely thing, which thus could leave 
A heart which knew no other pride. 

O’er all its blighted hopes to grieve. 

VIII. 

From those sweet lips no answer came. 
Unto my frantic griefs appeal; 

I call’d her, by her own dear name, 

But she was past all power to feel: 

' And when corruption set its seal 
Upon her pallid brow, I felt, 

Fate had no bitterer blow to deal. 

Than that it had already dealt. 
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They bore mjr gentle baby forth, 

With mournful hearts, and signs of wo 

And laid her in the cold damp earth. 

Deep, deep, the verdant turf below : 

And oft, when stars begin to glow, 

And twilight o’er the landscape creeps, 

* 

I seek the spot, with flowers to strow. 
The grave, in which my baby sleeps. 



Then speak no more of joys to me, 

I ask but this—to mourn alone: 

My heart, which once was wont to be 
So light and gay, seems turn’d to stone 
Since she it lov’d so well, has gone— 

Oh ! let me then indulge the gloom. 
Which best befits a wretch so lone. 
Whose hopes are in the silent tomb. 
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XI. 

Yet, though all hope on earth he fled, 

And worldly joys can charm no u^re ; 

Oh ! happy thought ! the righteous dead 
' To realms of endless bliss shall soar, 
Wheie, all their griefs and trials o'er, 

His praise, in ceaseless songs they’ll sing. 
The burthen of their sins who bore. 

Their God, their Saviour, and their King 

XII. 

Oh ! then, my soul, exult, rejoice. 

And strive to gain the heavenly prize ! 

Be faith in Christ, thy stedfast choice, 

And fix thy hopes beyond the skies ! 

This transient life, and all its ties. 

Shall, like a vapour, pass away. 

But those, who die in Christ shall rise 
To joys, which, ne’er shall know decay, 
1842 .] 
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TO MY ELDEST SON. 



’Midst many tlioughts of other things, 
Which faithful memory frequent brings, 
Fond records of the past ; 

The image of a lovely boy, 

A thing of love, and light, and joy. 
Athwart my mind is cast. 



Then, turning to tlie present hour. 

And all that o’er my heart hath power, 

I give free fancy scope : 

Like lightning from the cloud’s embrace, 
Swift, speeds thro’ intervening space, 

My spirit, wing’d by Hope. 

L 
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TO MY ELDEST BON. 


III. 

Once more, 1 press thy form to mine. 
And as my heart draws close to thine. 
In love’s deep overflow ; 

I gaze upon thy radiant face, 

I bid thee seek my fond embrace. 

And there for ever grow. 

IV. 

Too soon, from my afiection torn, 

Wert thou, my own and eldest born ! 

Too soon, alas! for me. 

Short space had I, to blame or praise 
Thy wayward freaks, and childish ways. 
Or share thine infant glee. 

V. 

It was not mine, from day to day. 

To watch thee at thy joyous play. 

Or hold thee on my knee : 

To have thee ever by my side. 

To be thine earliest friend and guide. 
Was not reserved for me. 



Ill 


TO MY ELDEST SON. 

VI. 

Those only, whom misfortunes keep 
From all they love, can tell how deep 
An absent parent’s fears! 

When wonted pleasures fail to please, 
And the lone heart is ill at ease. 

Short months seem lengthened years. 

VII. 

The captive, who has pined for years. 

And shed, unseen, the bitter tears 
Of sad and silent sorrow ; 

Still feels his harass’d spirit cope 
With every ill, while cheering hope 
Points onward, to to-morrow. 

VIII. 

So have I borne my bitter lot, 

Yes ! think not, that I e’er forgot 
Or ever can forget; 

The many hours, that 1 have passed 
In sorrow, since we parted last, 

Attest my long regret. 
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TO MY ELDEST SON. 


IX. 

It may be many a weary year. 

Ere my delighted ear shall hear 
Thy much lov’d voice again ; 

Yet ever, when 1 think of thee. 

Comes back the blissful augury. 

My ho]>es shall not be vain. 

X. 

But though fond hearts can ne’er grow strange. 
Time works a sure, yet silent change, 

AV^here’er he leaves his mark ; 

Our outward forms are but the shells. 

In which, while here, imprisoned dwells 
The mind’s ethereal spark. 

XI. 

One fate attends us all, alas ! 

From infancy to youth we pass. 

From youth to feeble age : 

We die—and others fill our place. 

To run, in turn, their chequer’d race. 

On life’s revolving stage. 



TO MY KLDISST SON. 


XII. 

But vain, and fleet, though human life, 
And often fill’d with care and strife. 

Its changing seasons be ; 

Where duty’s rightly understood, 

Much may be done, of great and good, 
By frail mortality. 

XIII. 

Oh ! let me hope, that thou wilt bind 
Bach Christian precept on thy mind. 

In this thy tender youth ; 

So shall thy perfect manhood be, 
Cloth’d with the goodly livery 
Of virtue, grace, and truth. 

XIV. 

Keligion is the source, from which 
Alone, we may our minds enrich 
With high and holy thoughts ; 
Her’s is that true philosophy. 

Which every mental faculty 
To one great end devotes. 
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TO MY ELDEST SON'. 


XV. 

It is in vain, we early rise. 

And late take rest, if only wise 
Unto the things of time ; 
^Eternity presents a field. 

To which all other objects yield. 
Momentous^ vast, sublime! 

XVI. 

Eternity of bliss or wo ! 

It is enough for us to know. 

There is no middle state ; 

The means of grace are freely g^ven. 
And if we shun the path to heaven. 
We fix our fearful fate. 

XVII. 

My son, be generous, brave, and good. 
At every time, in every mood. 

Be honour still thy guide. 

To keep thy soul’s integrity. 

The aim of thy ambition be. 

The object of thy pride. 
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XVIII. 

So shall thy days in peace go down, 
should inconstant fortune frown, 
And earthly rest deny ; 

God will thy tried obedience pay, 
With joys that cannot fade away. 

In worlds beyond the sky. 

1839.] 
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THE FLOWER FADETH. 


I. 

No more with the dawn, shall thy mother delight¬ 
ed. 

Come to greet, with a kiss, her sweet bird in its 
nest; 

And deem all her cares, but too dearly requited, 
As in beauty, her darling springs up from its rest! 



No more, never more, shall her looks of affection, 
Too deep for expression, be concentred in thee! 
She may trace thy sweet features, in fond recol¬ 
lection. 

But thy soft speaking eyes, she shall never more 


see. 
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III. 

Ah ! sweet was the heart-thrilling rapture, which 
gladden’d 

Her first conscious thoughts, when she erst gave 
thee birth, 

And sad Avas the pang, which her brain almost 
madden’d, 

As she kiss’d thy cold broAv, ere ’twas laid in the 
earth. 



The flower, which its beauty and fragrance hath 
wasted 

On the light summer air, may revive in the 
spring ; 

But the spirit to its home in the skies, that hath 
hasted. 

Never more o’er the heart, its lost gladness shall 
fling. 
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THE FLOWER EADETH. 


V. 

Oh! baby, bright baby ! sad, dejected, and lone- 

She who lov’d thee, so fondly, so wildly, now 
weeps. 

Her thoughts, when she wakes, are of thee, and 
thee only, 

And she feels thy soft kiss on her lips, when she 
sleeps. 

VI, 

Oh! God, of Thy goodness, look down on her 
sorrow, 

Take the tears from her eyes, and the grief from 
her heart; 

And from thy blessed word, let her agony borrow 

That support, which religion alone can impart! 
1840.] 
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WRITTEN IN THE LAST PAGE OF A 
LADY’S PICTORIAL ALBUM. 

TO THE READER. 


I. 

Thus hast thou wander’d o’er each pictur d page 
Of this fair book, yet ere tliou cast aside 
The kind companion, which could thus engage 
One vacant hour of time’s unceasing tide. 
Reflect,—and as the scenes successive glide 
Across thy thoughtful mind, the good and fair 
Shall seek a place, wherein they may abide, 
Within thy heart, and deeply graven there. 
Shall sometimes serve to wean thy thoughts from 
worldly care. 

II. 

And thus it is with life—weak wanderers we 
Upon the ocean of existence, still 
Our bark glides on ; and when at length we see 
That quiet haven, where all human skill 
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Must sink beneath the just unerring will, 

Of Him, who made us, we review the past; 
And while we think with dread, of all the ill 
We’ve done in life, back to the good we cast 
Our anxious thoughts, and sink to rest, in hope 
at last. 


TO THE LADY. 

III. 

For thee, fair lady, I would hope, that oft, 

4 

Such thoughts may find a place within thy breast; 
That now, in youth, while yet thy heart is soft. 
The impressions there,should be of all that’s best 
And beautiful on earth—thus early blest * 

With quick perception of all moral good. 

Long ere thy spirit seeks its final rest. 

Taught to esteem this world, but as we should, 

t 

N 0 vain regrets shall ojp thy dying thoughts in¬ 
trude. 

1834.] 
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SONNET—GYA. 


How long, oil! God, how long, wilt Thou delay 
To hurl the Heathen Idols to the dust ? 

Hast Thou not said, that they, and all who trust 
In them, shall utterly he swept aw.ay ? 

A thousand years are, even as a day 

With Thee, and Christian faith can ne’er mistrust 

Thy word, that superstition, sin, and lust. 

Shall not for ever lead lost souls astray. 

How ought the upright man, who here resorts. 
And sees deluded millions bow the knee 
To stocks and stones, to love thy hallowed 
courts. 

And prize the privilege of serving Thee! 

t 

Oh ! blest indeed, are those on whom the light 
Of Gospel truth hath beam’d, in its all saving 
might! 

1850.] 


M 
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TO ANNA-ON HER BIRTHDAY, 


TO ANNA—ON HER BIRTHDAY 



When first long years ago, love. 

Thy soft blue eyes. 

With thrilling spell, 

Upon me fell, 

There was not aught. 

In my fond thought, 

This world could more bestow, love. 
Or I could prize. 

II. 

The thoughts of by-gone days, love. 
Are dear to me,— 

My heart, once more, 

Beneath the power, 

Of those sweet eyes, 
Despondent lies, 

Till hoije its pain allays, love. 
Inspir’d by thee. 
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TO ANNA-ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

4 


III. 

Tlio* beauty’s power’s divine, love. 
And nought on earth. 

Of bright and fair. 

Might then compare, 

With that soft grace. 

Which lit thy face. 

What bound my soul to thine, love, 
Was thy pure worth. 


IV. 


Another year has run, love, 
Of life’s quick ebb: — 
And lengthen’d years 
Of hopes and fears. 

And endless change. 
Will soon derange 
The fairest fabric spun, love, 
• In nature’s web. 
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TO ANNA-ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



But thou art yet the same, love. 

At least to me : — 

Thy beauty still. 

At once can fill 
My inmost soul, 

And hold controul, 

O’er passions, which are lame, love. 
Restrain’d by thee. 


VI. 


The flight of* time seems slow, love. 
When thou art gone: — 

The heart declines. 

The spirit 2 )ines, 

And souls that dote 
On one dear thought, 

No other joy can know, love. 

When left alone. 
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Vll. 

When clouds obscure the sky, lore, 
And tempests lower; 

O’er heaven and earth 
The sun looks forth. 

And his glad beams. 

In golden streams, 

Fresh floods of light supply, love, 
In one rich shower. 

VIIT. 

Such are thy smiles to me, love, 

In this vain life ;— 

Tho’ grief and care, 

And dark despair, 

Should cast their gloom, 

O’er days to come, 

I still can turn to thee, love. 

And be^r the strife. 


U 2 


1837 .] 
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SONNET. 


[on the completion of a new chancel in the CHTJBCII 

OF MILTON, SKAH CAMniilUUB, liY THE KEY. MH. 

AM> MUS. CHAPMAN'.] 


To God the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Whom saints in heaven and earth, alike, adore, 
We consecrate this shrine—he this the door. 

By which poor erring souls, when nearly lost, 
May find the way to heaven—a countless host! 
Here may the heavy laden soul deplore 
It’s sins, and here resolve to sin no more, 

On seas of impious doubt, no longer tost! 

And oh! may grace and love, and rev’rent awe 
Prevail, when from this hallow’d place, the priest 
Proclaims the terrors of a broken law, 

Or calls repentant sinners to the feast 
Spread by the King of Kings,forthose whose trust 
Is laid on Him who died, that sinners might he just. 
1851.] 
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r. 

The sun’s last rays, the woods seen through, 
With golden tints the leares imbue, 

And gentle cushats softly coo. 

From out the beech, and shady yew. 

II. 

Now lightly falls the evening dew. 

And twilight, with its sombre hue, 

Bids the waking owl renew 
Nightly watch, and shrill whoo whoo. 

III. 

And what is that, afar we view, 

Within the boundless vault of blue ? 

It is Diana, chaste and true. 

Come back to light the world anew. 
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How blest was I, when first I knew 
The precious gift I hold in you ! 

Yet, frail, alas ! and ah 1 how few, 

The flowers our earthly path which strew 

V. 

How quick the rosy moments flew, 
W^hen first you taught me how to woo ! 
Our loves for years together grew, 

Hut came, at last, the sad adieu. 

VI. 

Whate’er we think, or wish, or do, 

What phantoms still we all pursue ! 

One object gain’d, we look for new. 

And still fresh hopes and fears ensue. 

VII. 

That we may ne’er have cause to rue 
The day, for life that join’d us two. 

Let mutual thoughts and wishes too. 
With equal love, our souls endue. 

1833.] 
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THE ADJUTANT AND THE CROW. 


Once on a time, the story goes, 

A flock of noisy idle Crows, 

Of what to do, for very want. 

Got round about an Adjutant, 

And tried who most could tease this king 
Of all the birds, that ply the wing 
From muddy Hooghly’s swampy shores. 
To Delhi’s princely halls and doors: 

At first, the Crows, at distance due. 
Around the stately giant drew. 

And hopp’d, and caw’d, their very best, 
To break their sovereign’s noon-tide rest; 
Rut he, unmindful of such fry. 

With in-drawn neck, and half-closed eye, 
And only one leg on the ground. 

Enjoy’d the creaking hackerys’ sound, 
Which reach’d him on the sunny bank, 
Loll-diggee 1 of thy spacious tank : 
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THE ADJUTANT AND THE CROW. 


And, every now and then, he’d wake, 

And just a dainty morsel take 
Of a dead cat, which he had found. 

That morning near the burying ground. 
By suff’rance, soon, much bolder grown, 
The Crows thought all the fun their own ; 
One, at his tail, began the attack, 

Another perch’d upon his back; 

And while a third beside him sat, 

A fourth was trying to steal his cat. 
Incens’d at such unlook’d-for jokes, 

The bird let fly some random strokes. 
Disabled two unlucky crows ; 

And dealt, besides, some awkward blows ; 
But scarce had time to rest, before 
The Crows began to tease once more; 

For coming now, in greater numbers. 
They fairly spoilt his kingship’s slumbers. 
That little imps, like these, should dare 
To pass a joke, was something rare ; 

But that they’d chosen him to be 
Pood for their mirth, was far too free ; 
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And thinking thus, he judg’d it best, 

To put the thing at once, to rest. 

That Crows might, thenceforth, learn to know, 
How much he differed from a crow ; 

So, just as one unlucky wight 

Was landing from his downward flight, 

He open’d wide his ample bill, 

And soon the crow was snug and still, 

Within that dark and dreary bourne. 

Whence Cats and Crows can ne’er return. 

MORAL. 

From this let every jester learn 
His proper objects to discern ; 

It is not safe to pass one’s jokes 
On Kings, and Queens, and such like folks; 
For though the great may relish wit. 

They may not choose to furnish it. 

And jesters who have any sense, 

Will seldom jest at their expense. 

1830.J 
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A MODERN SONNET. 


A MODERN SONNET. 


TnE evening drive, with all its charms, was o’er, 
And night had flung her mantle o’er the scene; 
When Caroline sat down her glass before. 

Some time, the hours of nine and ten, between. 

That night Sir William gave his monthly ball, 
(K-ind soul, who took such pains to please the fair !) 
The ladies of Calcutta, dear ones, all 
Both young and old, intended to be there. 

And Caroline, fair girl, among the rest, 

Did go, to try once more her waning chance; 
But tho’, in gay attire the maid was dress’d. 

In vain the wish to lead her to the dance. 

With downcast look, from each request, she 
shrunk; 

For she, poor thing! I grieve to say, was—drunk. 
1832 .] 
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LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 


Lo ! here I find one spotless page 
Unsullied yet, by scribbler’s rage, 

Where no young hand has yet begun 
To count the numbers, one by one: 

Thus free from stain, this page displays 
Fit place to note young beauty’s praise ; 
And here might I, in semblance true. 
Paint all tho love, I bear to you ; 

Here might my humble verse declare. 
That feelings pure, and virtues rare. 
Unstain’d, as is this spotless sheet. 

In thee combin’d, spontaneous meet: 

Here might a loftier muse aspire 
To fix those wand’ring beams of fire. 
Which shoot from forth thy soft blue eyes. 
As lightnings glide beneath the skies^ 


N 
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And bid them lend one sparkling ray, 

To slied its radiance o’er my lay. 

Here might I say, the world’s wide space 
Holds nought so fair, as thy dear face. 

That never lovely woman’s power. 

In sufiering mortal’s dying hour, 

8o softly soothed the bitter smart 
Which Death still brings to those who part, 
As doth thy beauty life impart 
^’o one sincere, and doting heart,— 

That not than thee, more heavenly fair. 

Are those inhabitants of air, 

To whom is given the sacred trustf 
To guard from ill, the good an^ just; 

But these are not, nor such as these. 

The themes, which ought thine ear to please. 
Although, perchance, thy heart would cling 
To aught of praise, which I might sing : 

Be’t rather mine, to teach the road 
To that unfading blest abode. 

Where never heard are sounds of wo. 

And tears of sorrow cease to flow; 
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Oh ! be thou still, as now thou art, 

Of gentle, kind, and generous heart; 

Still let thine eye in pity melt, 

Where sorrow and distress are felt; 

And ever let thy hand be free 

To those who come iu want, to thee, 

Whate’er the lot thy fate has sent, 

Still strive therewith, to be content; 

When evil ])assioiis dare to rise 

Within thy breast, oh ! then be wise ; 

In truth and conscious virtue, bold, 

Unconquer’d sway let virtue hold ; 

Thy all-sufficient staff and rod, 

A never-failiqg trust in Cod : 

13e this thy cojistaiit aim— to knoAV 

Thy proper duties here below, 

# 

That when grim Death shall come at last, 
Thou’lt calmly then review the past. 

And conscious of no evil here, 

Thou’lt sink to rest, without a fear. 

1831.] 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A LADY WHO 
WAS OBLIGED TO PART WITH HER 
CHILD ON ACCOUNT OP HIS HEALTH. 


1 . 

Borne froDi the golden gates of heaven, 
On angel’s wings Ihy baby came ; 

A gift from God, in goodness given. 
Immortal, in a mortal frame. 

II. 

The beauty of his soft blue eyes 
Sunk deep into thy loving heaj^t; 

His smiles, his tears, his wants, his sighs, 
Were of thy inmost life a part. 

III. 

’Twas sweet, in days to mem’ry dear. 

To clasp him in thy fond embrace. 

And see the love, that knows no fear. 
Spread all its gladness o’er his face. 
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IV. 

And when those lips, that scarce would brook 
Delay, were fondly press’d to thine ; 

Of every kiss, and every look. 

Thy heart became the secret shrine. 

V. 

Though now unseen, his beauties grow. 

His voice no longer charms thine ears ; 

Yet, all unchang’d, thy feelings flow, 

Unchang’d thy love, thy hopes, and fears. 

»■ 

VI. 

Oh ! mother’s yearning heart of love ! 

Be trustful, ih thy silent deeps, 

There is a watchful eye above, 

A watchful eye that never sleeps. 

VII. 

The hours their silent courses run. 

And time glides past, on fleeting wings ; 
Doom’d to decay, we may not shun 

The change each year succeeding brings. 

N 2 
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VIII. 

Sut hearts still keep their hallow’d fire, 
Liit from the heavenly flame above : 
Thy soul shall reap its full desire. 

Thy Iboy return thy fondest love. 

1863 .] 
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GOD OVER ALL. 


I. 

*•% 

“ Yet forty days, and Nineveh shall fall,” 

Thus cried the prophet, in the times of old; 
The people knew their sinfulness, and all 
Believed the future vengeanbe, then foretold. 

II. 

The king rose up in haste, from off his throne, 
And humbly laid his royal robes aside : 

A nation’s penitence, at once, was shewn ; 

Struck down, at once, the haughty city’s pride. 

III. 

Then chang’d each sinner from his evil way. 

And God beheld their penitence and shame : 
From his most righteous wrath he turn’d away. 
And let their deep remorse His pity claim.* 


* Jonab^ ch« iii. 
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IV. 

Oh ! that the prophet’s voice might now be heard. 
And earth’s wide regions know the warning sound ^ 
Oh I that the sinful souls of men were stirr’d 
To own their blackness, with a grief profound ! 

V. 


The fools have said within their wicked hearts, 

“ There is no God—then wherefore be afraid ? 
This sentient soul shall die, when life departs, 
And nought but endless sleep awaits the dead.” 

VI. 

But fear shall come, and hopeless anguish bring 
Its torments,whenthewrathof Godbreaksforth; 
Then shall they know, that He alone is King, 
And rules the nations over all the earth. 

1853 .] 
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TO DEATH. 



Oil! Death, insatiate Death.! 

What have we here of certainty, hut thee t 
We draw our feeble breath 
A few short years, and then we cease to be. 

II. 

When Cain struck home the blow, 

Which stretch'd his brother, lifeless, on the sod^ 
Thy rei{?n began below. 

Thou dread minister of an injur'd God ! 

III. 

A phantom dire thou art! 

Thy shadow rests upon the path of life : 

Thy terrors strike the heart. 

And ever there, are fear and hope at strife. 
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TO DEATH. 


IV, 

Behold that lovely child, 

I 

Whose limbs are buoyant with the power of health! 
Her beauty undefiled 

And doting love—these are her mother’s wealth. 

V. 

But Death, unheeding these, 

Hath laid his icy hand upon her brow; 

The mournful mother sees, 

That life, to her, hath lost its sweetness now. 

IV. 

The Youth in manhood’s prime. 

Goes forth to seek for fortune and for fame ; 

He looks unto the time, 

When his strong will shall build him up a name. 

VII. 

Already is the prize 
Almost within his grasp—another year, 

And he shall realize 

The brightest dream, that man can cherish here. 
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vm. 

But Death steps in between, 

And Ills fond hopes are shatter’d in the dust, 
And other hands shall glean 
The long-sought harvest of his broken trust. 

IX. 

The husband mourns his wife : 

« 

The widow clasps her infant to her breast ; 

And but for that young life. 

How gladly would she die, and be at rest! 


X. 

In every land and clime. 

Are heard the notes of mourning and of wo. 
Disease, and war, and crime, 

The fruits of sin, each lays its thousands low. 


XI. 

There is no art to bind 

I'hin eunseen power, and save us from thy yoke 
The men of mightiest mind. 

And fools, alike, go down beneath thy stroke. 
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XII. 

Beauty will sue in vain ; 

And riches will not buy an hour’s delay ; 

Nor can our tears restrain 
The hold of Death upon his destined prey. 

XIII. 

The rich and poor—the good 
And wicked—all, alike, obey thy call; 

Thy gloomy realms include 
All who have passed away, since Adam’s fall. 

XIV. 

And countless millions yet 
Must live and die, before thy reign is done; 

But God will not forget 
The covenant made with His Eternal Son. 

XV. 

The sea shall hear His call, 

« 

And Death and Hell deliver up their dead ; 

And, unto great and small. 

Shall judgment from the book of life be read. 


* Bevelatiras^ di. xx, vs, 12 aod 13« 



TO DEATH. 


145 


XVI. 

Then shall thy terrors cease, 

And Death, and grief, and pain, no more be 
known; 

And God’s eternal peace 
Shall be with those, who serve before His 
throne. 

1853 .] 
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THE DEATH OF THE KEG ENT 

MORAY. 


(Extracts from Tytl&r’s History of Scotland, 

Chapter ‘dd, Vol. 7.J 

“ His (James Hamilton’s) wife was heiress of 
Woodhouselee, a small property on the river 
Esk, to which she had retreated, under the mis¬ 
taken idea, that it would be exempted from the 
sentence of outlawry, which aflFected her hus¬ 
band’s estate of Bothwellliaugh. But Bellenden, 
the Justice Clerk, a favorite of Moray’s, who had 
obtained a grant of the escheat, violently occupied 
the house, and barbarously turned its mistress, 
during a bitterly cold night, and almost in a state 
of nakedness, into the woods, where she was 
found, in the morning, furiously mad, and insen¬ 
sible to the injury, which had been inflicted on 
her. If ever revenge could meet with sympathy, 
it would be in so atrocious a case as this; and 
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from that moment, Bothvvellhaugh resolved 
upon Moray’s death, accusing him as the chief 
author of the calamity.”...To secure against 
any chance observation of his shadow, which, 
had the sun broke out, might have caught the 
eye, he hung up a black cloth on the opposite 
wall.”....“ He cut, in the wooden panel, imme¬ 
diately below the lattice window, where he watch¬ 
ed, a hole just sufficient to admit the barrel of his 
ealiver.”....“ Ho loaded his piece with four bul¬ 
lets, and calmly awaited his victim.” 

I. 

Within a dim and darken’d room. 

The injured husband stood ; 

His features wore the ghastly gloom 
Which shew'd his desperate mood. 

II. 

And as he watch’d, once more he saw 
The spring time of his life. 

When first he brought to Bothwellhaugh, 

His young and lovely wife. 
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III. 

He gaz’d upon her blooming charms. 
With fond and fix’d regard ; 

And proudly clasp’d within his arms. 
Love’s bright and best reward. 

IV. 

Again with her, he wander’d o’er 
Each well-remember’d scene ; 

And felt within his heart, once more. 
How sweet the past had been. 

V. 

But when he thought of Woodhouselee, 
Then rose within his breast, 

That fierce and fearful agony. 

The fiend that would not rest. 

VI. 

He saw that loved and tender form 
Cast forth upon the night; 

All naked, in the ruthless storm, 

A sad and piteous sight I 
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VII. 

He saw that soft and loving eye, 

When morning broke tlie day, 

Tell, in its senseless vacancy. 

That mind had pass’d away. 

viir. 

And ever, as his soul athwart. 

Each harrowing memory came ; 

The thought of vengeance fill’d his heart. 
And shook his tortur’d frame. 

IX. 

Right royally the Regent rode 
Through Lithgow’s ancient town. 

Where erst, our Scottish Kings abode, 

In days of old renown, 

X. 

And hope was high within his heart. 

And haughty was his mien ; 

For sternly had he played his part. 

With aid of England’s Queen. 

u 2 
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XI. 

That heart one mighty passion fills. 

The love of power and fame; 

No thought had he of all the ills. 
Committed in his name. 

XII. 

Still forward, through the pressing throng. 
His onward way he won ; 

Nor reck’d he of the bitter wrong. 

That cruel men had done. 

XIII. 

Girt by his bands, he rides secure, 

But murder dogs his heels; 

And sudden is the blow and sure, 

The blow, which vengeance deals. 

XIV. 

Just as he pass’d that darken’d room, . 
The fatal bullet sped: 

That buUet bore the Regent’s doom, 

And Ifud him with the dead. 


1853 .] 
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LINES, ETC. 

•A 

LINES ON THE DEATH OF THE DUKE 

OF WELLINGTON. 


1 . 

All honor to departed worth! all glory to the brave! 

The great and glorious Wellington now rests 
within his grave— 

For ever gone the statesman’s lore—the valiant 
soldier’s skill: 

The eagle-eye is closed in death—the lion-heart 
is still. 


II. 

Seven hundred years have pass’d away, since first 
our country rose, 

Superior to the fierce attacks of all her powerful 
foes; 

But not in all that lengthen’d time, has Britain 
ever known 

A soul more true to liberty—a heart so much her 


own. 
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III. 

Far, far away from England’s shores, on India’s 
sunny land. 

Array’d against our rising power, the black batta¬ 
lions stand : 

A brother’s genius, prompt to save, his bravest 
bands sent forth. 

And Wellesley’s valour tamed our foes, and swept 
them from the earth. 


IV. 


Napoleon’s star, majestic rose, and blazed o’er 
half the world, 

And ancient thrones and dynasties were from 
their bases hurl’d; 

Kings trembled, if he spoke in ire, and prostrate 
nations hailed 

The conqueror, beneath whose frown, their haugh¬ 
tiest spirits quailed. 
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V. 

But Wellington, undaunted still, withstood his 
conquering might, 

And check’d, with skilful hand and strong, the 
Gaulish eagles’ flight; 

From Spain’s defiles and mountain glens, the 
baffled eagles flew, 

And clos’d their faint and batter’d wings, at fatal 
Waterloo. 


VI. 

A great, good heart—a noble soul, has pass’d 
away from earth; 

And meet it is, that those who’re left, should 
mourn its vanish’d worth. 

When history writes the names of those, who 
served their country best, 

She’ll place her first and fairest wreath, on Wel¬ 
lesley’s honored crest. 

1853 .] 
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THIRTY YEARET. 




THIRTY Y’EARS. 



Full thirty years have come and gone. 
Since on my own resources thrown, 

I left my father’s doors ; 

And twenty-nine have pass’d away. 
Since on a day, in hurnin g May, 

I reach’d these Eastern shores. 


II. 

I came in hopes of untold wealthy 
Y^et here I am, in broken health, 
AVith no vast stores of gold : 

*Tis time that I should quit the quest, 
And from this losing labor rest; 

I feel that I grow old. 



THIRTY TEARS. 


153 


III. 

Yet will I not the truth conceal. 

That much of happiness aRd we^l. 

It has been mine to know; 

And joy, itself, would scarce be joy. 
Without some shade of dark alloy, 

Some sense of pain or wo. 

« 

IV. 

Much have 1 seen, and known, of life, 
Since first 1 mingled in its strife, 

Full thirty years ago ; 

And I have learnt to shape my will. 

To every change of good or ill, 

Which fortune can bestow. 

V. 

In Western lands of old renown. 

Kings have been rais’d, and toppl’d down. 
The puppets of a day ; 

And, like an elemental storm. 

The cry of millions for reform. 

Hath swept abuse away. 
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VI. 

By Queen and Council, well advis’d 
The people’s rights are recognis’d 
In our dear native land ; 

And o’er her distant colonies, 

And all her vast dependencies, 

Fair freedom’s wings expand. 

VII. 

And here, tho’ often check’d and stay’d. 
Hath onward progress still been made, 

On sure foundations laid : 

Wars have been waged, and battles fought. 
And peace, by blood and treasure, bought. 
And lasting treaties made. 

VIII. 

And law and order, following these, 

Have brought their brighter victories 
O’er ignorance and wrong; 

While millions, safe from sudden sack, 

To those sad times, with dread, look back, 
When right was with the strong. 
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IX. 

Pindarrie and Mahratta hordes 
No longer flash their flaming swords. 
O’er India’s fertile fields ; 

Unharm’d, the ryot holds his plough. 
And reaps, in perfect safety, now, 
Whate’er his harvest yields. 

X. 

Our task is only just begun. 

And much of good must yet be done. 
For this benighted land; 

God has not given us Empire here. 

That we should be content to rear 
A Kingdom built on sand. 

XI. 

No ! England has a loftier hope, 

A purpose of a higher scope. 

Well worthy of her fame ; 

On India dawns a brighter morn. 

And India’s children, yet unborn. 

Shall bless the British name. 

p 
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XII. 

’Tis lier’s to shew the rising youth, 

The glory and the power of truth. 

And guide them in its ways; 

The spread of knowledge may be slow, 
But timely fruit is sure to grow, 

Where light directs its rays. 

XIII. 

Tliese thirty vanish'd seasons seem. 

Like memories of a faded dream, 

A dream that haunts the mind ; 

Some scenes come back, in strong relief. 
And some like pleasures bright, but brief, 
Scarce leave a trace behind. 

XIV. 

« 

Of those I knew, in days of old. 

How many a kindly heart lies cold, 
Beneath the dark grey stone ! 

How many a bright and beaming eye 
Is closed in dim obscurity ; 

It*s light for ever gone ! 
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XV. 

Around us Death is ever rife ! 

He breaks into the house of life, 
Regardless of our tears. 

And hears awav the beautiful. 

The young—the loved—the dutiful. 

The solace of our years. 

XVJ. 

Or deals, perhaps, a heavier blow. 

And lays our life’s companion low. 

Or makes but one wide sweep ; 

And leaves the sear’d and broken heart. 
To bear, alone, its bitter part. 

Alone, to wail and weep. 

XVII. 

The Pharisee and Publican, 
Self-righteous, and repentant man, 

Not mine alone to see ! 

But who shall say, whom God approved. 
When by the inward spirit moved, 

Bach bent a suppliant knee i 
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XVIII. 

No ! let their several worth be weigh’d. 
By Him alone, who both hath made. 
Who reads the inmost heart; 

He sees the secrets of the soul, 
Whate’ei* we are, He knows the whole. 
We only know in part. 

XIX. 

And I have seen, in various guise. 

Of men unknown, the sudden rise. 
From poverty to wealth ; 

Some rose by honest industry. 

And some by bare-faced knavery. 

And some by secret stealth. 

XX. 

And others have 1 seen cast down, 

The talk and wonder of the town, 

Mere by-words for a time! 

But justice is not too severe. 

And it had grown proverbial here, 

That swindling is no crime. 
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XXI. 

Yet even in this ungenial soil. 

Where Mammon guides the daily toil, 

And money rules the hour; 

Some souls I’ve seen, of genuine worth. 
Upright and true—the salt of earth. 

Above temptation’s power. 

A 

XXII. 

Men, who could lend their ready aid, 

To those in w-ant,—yet not upbraid, 

When folly marr’d their schemes ; 

Whose acts their generous hearts proclaim'd. 
While yet their better sense disclaim’d. 

All v'^ain Utopian dreams. 

XXIII. 

Men, grey with age, were in their prime. 

In that almost forgotten time. 

When first 1 landed here ; 

And many a girlish form and face. 

That then were full of life and grace. 

Now bent and worn appear. 

p 2 
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XXIV. 

Our cliildren have usurp’d our place. 
And now, ’tis their s to run the race 
Their parents ran before; 

The world is full of hope to them, 

And every flower a precious gem ; 

The false seems genuine ore. 

XXV, 

Hearts still are soft, and maidens kind. 
And Love is still, as ever, blind, 

When once the passions glow; 

And loving eyes and braided hair, 

Are just as dangerous as they were, 
Tull thirty years ago. 

XXVI, 

And youth, with hot and hasty blood. 
Still battles with life’s surging flood, 
And strives for wealth and fame ; 
Sometimes, success the strife attends, 
And sometimes, too, the struggle ends. 
In death, or loss, or shame. 
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XXVIT. 

And thus the world goes ever on. 

As it, in ages past, has gone, 

And thus ’twill ever he ’ 

Beneath tlic snii, is nothing new ; 
AVliate'er, wliile hei'c, ’tis onrs to view. 
Our childi*en’s sons shall see. 

K 

XXV Ul. 

let it he—hut he is wise. 

Who useth well the faculties 
By his Creator given; 

I'here is a path that leads to hell, 

And there is one which endeth well. 

That path that leads to heaven. 

XXIX. 

Choo»e which ye will—the choice is free; 
Each, for himself, the judge must be. 

In this momentous measure ; 

Nor think, as some would have us think, 
That every virtuous soul should shrink 
From worldly joys and pleasure ; 
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. XXX. 

No ! God has given us all things hei 
In love, to comfort and to cheer; 

Then let us freely use them ; 

The heart that seeks to do His will. 
And strives it’s duties to fulfil, 

That heart will not abuse them. 
Calcutta, 
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THE MISSIONARY * 


I. 

There dwelt in Dacca, some time past^ 

A man of true and genuine worth, 

"Who grieved not, that his lot was cast 
Among the lowly sons of Earth : 

His constant aim was this—to bring 
Relief to those, who had no guide. 

And shew their thirsty souls the spring, 
Whence all their wants might be supplied. 

II. 

I see him now—his burly form 

Looms large, just round the corner wall; 
Like some dark cloud, ere yet the storm 
Begins, in drenching showers, to fall— 
Grave is his walk—and grave his face. 

As now he nears the chapel gate ; 

And now he takes his wonted place, 

While round his anxious hearers wait. 


* The late Rev. W. Robinson. 
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III. 

In fervent words, but clear and plain, 

He pours the Gospel tidings forth ; 

And seeks his hearers’ hearts to gain, 
With stories of that wondrous birth. 
Which safety brought to fallen man ; 

Or tells of judgment after death. 

And as he speaks the sinner’s ban, 

His trembling hearers hold their breath. 

IV. 

Or underneath the spreading boughs. 

Of some tall tree, he takes his stand. 
Where, unconfin’d, the space allows 
Room, full and free, on either hand : 
And wondering natives hear him speak. 
Of Sin, and guilt, and pardoning grace, 
And of the Saviour, pure and meek. 

Who came to save our sinful race. 
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Thus have I hoard him oft, but now, 

I ne’er shall hear his voice again ; 
Nor more behold that thoughtful brow 
Betray the workings of the brain : 
The fight is fought—the race is run ; 

And he has gain’d the heavenly crown 
He tastes, in full, the joys begun. 

Before he laid his burthen down. 


VI. 


For forty years, this man of God, 

Still toiling in his Master’s cause. 

The path of duty firmly trod, 
Indifierent all, to man’s applause. 

His hope was fix’d beyond the skies. 
True faith, the staff on which he leant 
He soared above mere earthly ties; 
Content to live—to die content. 
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VII. 

His deeds and words shall never die ! 

The seed he sowed hath taken root, 
And it shall bear its blossoms high, 

And yield in time, its goodly fruit. 

His memory lives in many a heart, 

His name calls forth full many a sigh ; 
Though here he filled slowly part, 

He reaps a rich reward on high, 

VIII. 

All honor to the faithful band 

Of men who spread God’s truth abroad 
Whose Mission ’tis, in every land, 

From weary hearts to lift the load. 

To turn them back from idols vain. 

And gods, that are no gods at all, 

To sever Sin’s debasing chain. 

And free them from its deadly thrall! 
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IX. 

East, West, North, South, throughout the world, 

These soldiers of the Cross are sent: 

The flag they serve, has been unfurl’d 

On every Isle, and Continent; 

Nor doubtful can the contest be, 

When God Himself leads on the host, 

* 

Triumphant shouts of victory. 

Shall yet be heard on every coast. 

1853 .] 
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HOG-HUNTING, THE SPORT PAR EX¬ 
CELLENCE. 



Some talk of the pleasures they have with the 
hounds, 

And boast of the leaps which they take , 

The bugle’s, they say, are the sweetest of sounds. 
As they swell over jungle and brake. 



Others tell us, that nought can coujpare with the 
gun. 

And the merits of Manton proclaim; 

Shooting snipe in the jheels they call capital fun. 
And their only ambition is—game. 
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III. 

I o\ 'll there is something which charms in the 
chase, 

As we fly over liedgc, ditch, and fence ; 

I feel that excitement which grows Vv itli <he pace, 
And confess the delight is intense. 

IV, 

As for shooting—I’ve often had very good sport. 
E’en in this grilling clime of the sun ; 

Seeing birds tumble down, after every re|)ort. 
Makes a man quite in love with his gun. 



Yet the sport of all sports is hunting the Boar, 
On the wide-spreading plains of Bengal; 
There’s bliss in the thought of the Hogs, yet in 
store. 

Beneath our good spears that shall fall. 
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VI. 

Then give me a country where Porkers abound. 
Sharp spears, and a fast-going nag; 

For only in this noble sport can be found 
That excitement, which never can flag. 

1833 .] 
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SONISET. 


Still, still, I bear ilie impress of that scone ! 

It haunts my troubled mind by day, and seems 
To float before me, in my nightfY dreams, 
U’eachinuf, alas ! how vast the gulf between 
Ihe lov’d arid living, iind the dead unseen ; 

Oh, would that God had kindly made me so, 

As less to feel the bitterness of wo. 

Of hopeless grief, for those that once have been ! 
Now, even now, I see thy closing eye. 

And watch the struggling flight of that last sigh 
AVliich bore thy pure spirit beyond the sky, 

A spotless oftering, to the Deity ! 

Thus ’twill ever be—years on years may flow, 
But memory of thee can never go. 

1845 .] 
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THE REGENERATION OF INDIA. 


I. 

It lias been said, and truly said, 

Tliat India is the brightest gem, 

In England’s royal diadem— 

Yes—this remark was wisely made. 

II. 

Even as the breath they breathe, her power 
Is felt by every tribe and clan. 

From Giizerat to Arracan, 

From Comorin to far Peshawur. 

III. 

The Lion in his strength looks down. 

From where the sun, uprising, streaks 
With light, the Himalayan peaks :— 

The vast domain is all his own. 
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IV. 

Behold the mighty ships that float 
In grandeur, on the Ganges^ tide! 

A thousand vessels, side by side. 

From lands and havens far remote ! 

V. 

From cold, ungenial climes, they come ; 
Like swallows o’er the watery main, 
Again they come, and yet again, 

And bear the wealth of India home. 

VI. 

And what return shall England make. 
For all the gold, and silk, and spice, 
And countless things of costly price. 
Which, year by year, these vessels take ? 

VII. 

The tree of knowledge she shall plant 
And when this tree hath taken root. 
Then shall its fair, life-giving fruit. 
The soul imprison’d disenchant. 
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VIII. 

And mind, releas’d, shall soon expand. 
And give the brooding thought no rest. 
Till the rich science of the West 
Spreads all its blessings o’er the land. 

IX. 

And it shall come, in God’s good time. 
That old idolatries shall fall. 

And India’s millions, prostrate, call 
Him only Lord—the Lord sublime. 
1853.J 
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THE HOPE OF IMMORTALITY. 


I. 

On ! ever blest and glorious liope ! 

The hope to live, when death’ is past, 

By thee sustain’d, we still can cope 
With worldly woes, however vast— 

The pains and pangs that pass away. 

Are but the sufferings of a day. 

Compar’d with that exceeding w'eight. 

Of endless glory wrought, for souls regenerate. 



How many thousands live and die, 

Without one thought of Hell or Heaven ; 
Without one passing wish to fly 
The guilt of Sin, yet unforgiven I 
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Their thoughts are bound to things of Earth, 

And fleeting joys of worldly birth ; 

’Tis sensual life alone they cherish, 

Of understanding void, even like the brutes that 
perish. 


HI. 

Oh ! what a loss is theirs ! how grand 
The thought of life beyond the tomb! 

Even hei*e, our captive souls demand 
A wider sphere—more ample room :— 

What then their pure and high delight, 

When, free, in golden realms of light, 

They’ll range creation’s boundless space, 

And stand before their great Creator, face to face! 



But not alone the bare desire 
To live again can e’er suflice ; 

Souls steep’d in guilt can ne’er aspire, 
To taste of joys beyond the skies. 
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Till, purified from all tlieir st^ns, 

They cast aside sin’s galling chains, 

$ 

And learn that peace which faith imparts, 

Ihire and enlighten’d faith, to meek and contrite 
lieai'ts. 


V. 

As coward souls are sore dismay’d, 

\A'hen sounds aloud, the call to arms; 

And sweetest notes in vain are play’d 
To those, who know not music’s charms ; 

Even so, a place all purity. 

From selfish lusts and passions free, 

Could ne’er afford delight to those 

AVho live and die in Sin, to God and goodness foes. 


VI. 

So live we here, that life may be 
An emblem of the life to come ; 
That when, with fading sight, we see 
The Angel come to call us home, 
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The soul, before atthned to bing, 

The praises of it’s Heavenly king. 

Shall, when it wakes in glor) there, 

Take up the choral song, and Augolb’ AnthciiH 
share. 

1863.] 
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